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 Chapter 1

  

 BETTINA Verlaine was more than apprehensivewhen she entered the sun-filled drawing roomthat
morning, and stood before her mother and father.It wasn't often that Andree Verlaine summoned her so
early, and never before had he warned her to be present a day ahead. She knew that he must have
something very important to tell her, something that would affect her life. She'd had the whole night to
worry about it,but deep inside of her she knew what it would be. Shewas nineteen and marriageable.

 She had expected to be married off three years ago,when she had come home from the convent school.
Most girls from wealthy families were betrothed whenthey were only children, and married at the young
age of fourteen or fifteen, as Bettina's mother had been.Many suitors had come to call on Bettina's father,
though she had not been allowed to see them. But herfather would consider none of the young men who
sought her, for none was rich enough to suit him.

 Bettina was sure that her future had now been de­cided. Soon she would be told the name of the man
she would marry.
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 Andree Verlaine was seated at his desk and hadn't bothered to look up when Bettina entered the room.
Could her father be deliberately putting off the task oftelling her his decision? Perhaps he was feeling a
trifle guilty about it now. But then, how could he? He wasthe same man who had sent her to the convent,
sayingshe had become too troublesome to handle. She hadspent most of her nineteen years away from
home, andnow she would be sent away again, forever.

 Jossel Verlaine looked at her daughter anxiously.She had tried desperately to, dissuade Andree" from
choosing Bettina's husband and thought she had suc­ceeded until last night, when Andree" had
offhandedlyinformed her of his decision. Bettina wasn't like mostgirls; she was too spirited and too
beautiful to be justgiven away. She might have chosen a good husband forherself, if only Andree" had
been reasonable. But no, Andree had to find a wealthy and titled husband for hisdaughter, and didn't care
if Bettina found him repulsive or not.

 Jossel sat before the open doors that led onto theterrace, as she did every morning, but today she hadn't
been able to take one stitch in the tapestry before her.She couldn't stop thinking of the fate that awaited
herdaughter.

 "Well, Bettina, this will not take long," Andre

  Ver­laine finally said brusquely.

 But he didn't alarm Bettina. Her father was neverone to show tenderness or love for her, or for her
mother, either. He treated them both as he treated theservants. Andree" Verlaine was a cold man,
obsessedonly with increasing his wealth. And this consumednearly all his time and thoughts, leaving little
for hisfamily.

 "Why don't you sit down,ma chirie," Jossel said tenderly, before her husband had a chance to continue.

 Bettina knew that her mother loved her. But sherefused to sit, not wanting to appear relaxed and make it
easier for her father. Bettina was feeling rebellious, and knew she had no right to be, for this was the way
of things in the year

  

  

  

 . It had been the same forcenturies, and would probably never change. She justwished that her mother
had not talked so much aboutfalling in love and choosing her own husband.

 Manage de convenancewas what daughters werefor, at least daughters of wealthy parents. Besides,no
eligible men lived in their small hometown of Ar-gentan, only peasants and petty tradesmen. If Bettinahad
chanced to fall in love, her father would neverhave consented, and she had been kept isolated fromyoung
men of her own class.

 "I have arranged for your marriage to Comte Pierrede Lambert," And continued. "It will take place soon
after the beginning of the new year."

 Bettina flashed her dark-green eyes at him angrily, one last show of defiance to let him know what she
thought about his crude announcement; then she bowedher head meekly as a good, obedient daughter
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was ex­pected to do.

 "Yes, Papa," Bettina said quietly, amazed at her ownself-control.

 "You will leave in a month. This will not give youmuch time to make your trousseau, so I will hire
dress­makers to help you. Comte de Lambert resides on SaintMartin, an island in the Caribbean, so you
will travelby ship. Unfortunately, it will be a long and tediousvoyage. Madeleine, your old nurse, will go
with you as chaperone and companion."

 "Why must I go so far away?" Bettina exploded."Surely there must be someone here in France I could
marry."

 "By the Blessed Virgin!" Andre shouted, his other­wise milky complexion turning quite red. He stood up
and glared at his wife. "I sent her to that convent to learn obedience! But all those years were wasted, I
cansee. She still questions my authority."

 "If you would only take her wishes into consider­ation, Andre

 . Is that too much to ask?" Jossel ventured.

 "Her wishes are of no concern,madame," said Andree*."And I will not stand for any more of your
opposition.The betrothal has been arranged and cannot be undone.Bettina will marry Comte Pierre de
Lambert. I prayGod he can curb her defiance where I have failed!"

 Bettina bristled. Did her father always have to talk asif she were not even present, as if she were of no
con­ sequence at all? She loved her father, but sometimes—in fact, most times—he made her so mad
she couldscream.

 "May I be excused now, Papa?" she asked.

 "Yes, yes," he replied irritably. "You have been toldall that you need to know."

 Bettina hurried from the drawing room, wanting tolaugh, for what had she actually been told? She knew
the man's name, where he lived, and that she wouldmarry him after the new year arrived, that was all.
Well, at least her father hadn't married her off freshout of the convent. No, it had taken him three yearsto
find her a husband, a man who could make it possiblefor him to increase his own wealth.

 Bettina was full of conflicting emotions as she quicklyran up the stairs. She was angry with her father for
sending her to a man who lived so far away. She wouldbe in a new land, a land of strangers, and this
terrified her. She wasn't really angry with him for arranging themarriage, for she had expected no less,
and she was relieved in a way that it was finally done. She felt deep sorrow that she would be leaving her
mother. But to counteract these feelings was a kind of joy—joy that she would not be completely alone
on this journey. Madeleine would be with her, dear Maddy, whom sheloved as much as she loved her
mother.

 Before going to her own room, Bettina stopped at the door next to hers and rapped softly. At the sound
of Madeleine's voice, Bettina walked into the room, only a little smaller than her own. She crossed to the
window where Madeleine was sitting, and took the chair beside her.

 When Bettina didn't speak, but just stared pensivelydown at the empty street in front of the house,
Made­leine smiled and set aside her needlework.
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 "Your papa told you, eh?" she asked softly.

 Bettina turned slowly to the woman who had caredfor her when she was a child, who had cared for her
mother too, from the day she was born. Madeleine wasfifty-five, slightly plump now, but still agile. Her
brownhair was half-streaked with gray, a silvery gray thatmatched her gentle eyes.

 "So you knew," Bettina said passively. "Why didn'tyou warn me, Maddy?"

 "You also knew, my pet. You have expected this forthree years."

 "Yes, but I didn't know I would be sent across theocean. I don't want to leave France," Bettina said, her
anger coming to the surface again. "I will run away!"

 "You will do no such thing, young lady!" Madeleinescolded, shaking a pudgy finger at her. "You will
acceptthis and make the best of it, just as you finally accepted being sent away to school. You should be
glad that youwill have a fine husband. He will give you many chil­dren, and, God willing, I will be there to
see themgrow.

 Bettina smiled and leaned back in the chair. Made­leine was right. She would accept this marriage, for
there was nothing else she could do. She was past theage of throwing tantrums to get what she wanted.
Thesisters had taught her to make the best of things.

 Bettina had been a cheerful child until she began towonder why her father didn't love her. This weighed
heavily on her young mind, and she tried desperately togain her father's love and approval. When she
didn't succeed and he still ignored her, she began to be trou­blesome, just to gain his attention. It wasn't
enoughthat she was showered with love by her mother and Madeleine. She had to have her father's love,
too. At her young age, she couldn't understand why her father disliked her; she didn't know that he had
wanted a son. And a daughter was all he would ever have, for Josselcouldn't have any more children.

 So Bettina developed a temper. She began to throw tantrums, to be defiant and disrespectful. She hated
her father when he sent her away to school, and continuedwith her troublesome ways at the convent. But
after afew years she learned to accept her fate.

 She realized that it was her own fault that she hadbeen sent away. The sisters taught her to control her
temper. They taught her obedience and patience. Whenshe came home, she no longer resented her
father.

 Nothing had changed. Her father was still a strangerto her, but Bettina accepted this, too. She stopped
feel­ing sorry for herself and gave up trying to win hisapproval. She had her mother's love, and she had
Maddy. She learned to be grateful for what she did have.

 But sometimes Bettina couldn't help wondering howdifferent she could have been if her father had been
aloving man. She might not have developed the madden­ ing temper that she had to fight to control. But
what didit matter? Only her father could drive her into a rage,and she would be leaving that cold,
insensitive manvery soon.

 Chapter
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 Early in the evening, Jossel Verlaine came toBettina's bedroom to talk to her daughter privately. She was
still upset.

 "I tried,ma cherie. I tried endlessly to dissuade your papa from sending you to that—that man." Jossel
spokenervously, wringing her hands, which she always didwhen she was disturbed.

 "It's all right, Mama. I was upset at first, but only because I must go so far away. I expected to have my
marriage arranged, so the betrothal came as no sur­prise."

 "Well, it came as a surprise to me! Andree has been arranging it for months, but only last night did he
thinkto inform me of it. Once he made his choice, he actedon it. He did not take into consideration that
he issending you to a man you have never met, and alsoforcing you to cope with a new land and climate
at the same time." Jossel usually said what was on her mind,at least to Bettina, but she started to pace the
roomand seemed quite at a loss for words.

 "Is there something you wish to tell me, Mama?"Bettina ventured.

 "Yes, yes, there is," Jossel answered in heavily ac­cented English.

 Papa and Mama both liked to speak English, sincemany of Papa's associates were Englishmen. And
sinceBettina had also learned that crude language at the con­vent, Papa insisted that English be used at all
times.

 Jossel was still hesitating, so Bettina tried to breakthe silence. "I will miss you terribly when I leave next
month, Mama. Will I ever see you again?" she askedhopefully.

 "Of course, you will, Bettina. If your new"—shepaused, hating to say the word—"new husband doesnot
bring you here for a visit, then I will persuade Andree to go to Saint Martin." Jossel looked at her
daugh­ter with deep concern in her dark-green eyes. "Oh, my little Bettina, I am so sorry that your papa
has insisted on this betrothal to Comte de Lambert. I wanted you topick your own husband. If only
Andree" had allowed meto take you to Paris, you might have found a man youcould love, a worthy man
Andree might have approvedof. There are so many to choose from in Paris."

 "Comte de Lambert is a worthy man, is he not?"Bettina asked.

 "Yes, but you have never met him, Bettina. Youdon't know if you will love him or not. You don't knowif
you will be happy or not. And that is all I want, for you to be happy."

 "But Papa has chosen Comte de Lambert, and hewants me for his wife. He has seen me, hasn't he?"

 "Yes, a year ago. You were in the garden when thecomtecalled on Andree. But Bettina, you are a lovely
child, lovely beyond belief. You could have had yourchoice of husbands, and found a man that you
would want to spend your life with. But your papa is too fondof tradition. It would not do but thathe
choose yourhusband. It doesn't matter to him if you are happy or not."

 "But that is the way it is, Mama. I did not expect it to be otherwise," Bettina replied, though wondering
why it couldn't.

 "You are such a good and trusting daughter, and it grieves me to think that you might spend your life with
a man you do not love. It is because of this that I came in here to tell you something, even though it is
againstmy better judgment."
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 "What is it, Mama?"

 "You know that Andre was chosen for me by myPapa when I was only fourteen years old. I was, as
you are, ready to love my chosen husband and to be a goodwife. But after one year of marriage I knew it
couldnever be. After another year, the situation becameworse, for Andree wanted a son and I had not
yet con­ceived. I was desolate, and I had only Madeleine toconfide in and love. But she could not
protect me from Andree's furious outbursts.

 "So I began to take long walks and make trips intotown, just to seek peace. On one of my walks I met a
sailor, an Irishman with fiery red hair and dancinggreen eyes. His ship was docked on the coast for re­
pairs, and he had taken leave to visit his parents, whohad left Ireland and were then living in the country
near Mortagne. I chanced to meet him when he passedthrough Argentan. He stayed here instead of going
on to Mortagne, and I met him again and again until webecame—lovers."

 "Oh, Mama, it sounds so romantic!"

 Jossel smiled, relieved that her daughter was notshocked by her confession. "Yes, it was romantic. Ryan
stayed in Argentan for three months, and I met himregularly. Those were the happiest months of my life,
and I shall always treasure the memory of them. Iloved him with all my heart, and he lives on in you,
Bettina, because you came from the love I shared with Ryan. He was your real father."

 "Then Papa—he is my stepfather?"

 "Yes,ma chirie, only your stepfather. I wanted youto know about the happiness I was able to steal
those many years ago, the only love that I ever had. I wantedyou to know in case you don't love Comte
de Lambert, I pray that you will, but if you don't, then I pray that you will find someone you can love, if
only for a littlewhile. I want you to be happy, Bettina, and if you should find yourself in a loveless
marriage, I don't wantyou to feel guilty if you should find love elsewhere. I am not saying that you should
go out and look for it.But if love should come to you as it did to me, take it while you can and be happy.
I only want you to be happy."

 Jossel started crying, and Bettina went to her andembraced her tenderly.

 "Thank you, Mama. Thank you for telling me. I do not feel so afraid of going to Saint Martin now. I will
try to make it a good marriage, and I will try to loveComte de Lambert. Who knows, I may not have to
try. It may come naturally."

 "Oh, I pray it does,ma cherie."

 Bettina stood back and smiled warmly at her mother."So I am half-Irish. Does Papa—does Andre
know? Isthat why he never showed me love?"

 "You must understand, Bettina, that Andree is nota demonstrative man. He believes you are his
daughter,but he wanted a son badly. And the doctors said Icould have only the one child because there
were prob­ lems with your birth. He may have resented you be­cause you were not the son he wanted,
but in his wayhe loves you. It is unfortunate that he doesn't show it,and I know he has made you
unhappy."

 "I've spent most of my life trying to win Andree'sapproval, and he is not my real father." Bettina mused."I
sought love from the wrong man."
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 "I'm sorry, Bettina. I guess I should have told youthe truth when you were little, but I couldn't. It is not an
easy thing to admit. But you must continue to callAndree papa. I was deathly afraid at the time that you
might be born with Ryan's flaming red hair. But luckilyyou have my white-blond hair and my papa's
change­able eyes. Of course, those eyes of yours can be a hindrance to you. You cannot hide your
feelings withthose clear, dark eyes. As they are now, dark blue, I can tell that you are happy."

 "You are teasing me!"

 "No,ma cherie. Even now your eyes are turningdark green." Jossel laughed. "I know it must be
un­settlingto learn that you can't hide your feelings, butyour eyes always show the truth."

 "But why haven't I ever noticed this? I alwaysthought my eyes were blue."

 "Because when you are angry or upset, you would hardly look at yourself in a mirror. You do as your
real father did. You pace the floor; you cannot sit still. Youinherited many things from Ryan."

 "I've always wondered why I am taller than both youand Andree. Was your Ryan a tall man?"

 "Yes, very tall. He was such a handsome young man!But he had a quick temper and an unrelenting Irish
stubbornness, just like you. But do not worry aboutyour eyes,ma cherie. Not many people notice such
things, and you can always say your eyes change withthe light, as a fire opal does."

 "Why didn't you go away with him, Mama? Why didyou stay here and give up your happiness?"

 "Ryan had to go back to his ship, and I could not goaboard with him, especially since I already knew
that I was carrying you. Ryan was just a common sailor,though this mattered little to me, but he wanted
tomake his fortune before he took me away. He promised to come back for me, and I waited many
years before I gave up hope. I don't like to think why he didn't comeback. I would rather think that he
found a new love in another land than that he might be dead."

 Bettina was sad to think that her mother wouldprobably never learn the real reason. "Did he knowabout
me?"

 "Yes. I just wish that he could have seen what alovely child he sired."

 Later, after Jossel went to bed, Bettina sat before herdressing table looking at herself in the mirror. She
wondered why Comte de Lambert had chosen her ashis wife. She supposed she was pretty in a way, but
she didn't think she was as beautiful as her mother fondlysaid. She had a nose that curved slightly at the
tip, an oval face, but she felt that her forehead was not high enough. Her pale skin was smooth, without a
blemish,but her thick flaxen hair was straight, not fashionablycurly, and she hated it.

 She stood out oddly among the girls at school, whoteased her for her different appearance. At five feet,
six inches, she towered over the petite French girls. And instead of having full breasts and soft, round
curves, she was very slim. Her breasts were nicely shaped andnot too small, so she didn't find much fault
there. It washer hips that she cursed. They were slim—too slim,in fact—and her long legs didn't help
matters. Her tiny waist added a slight curve to her hips, but it annoyedher that she had to pad her skirts in
that area. Sheliked to hear her mama call her beautiful, even though she knew it wasn't true. It was only
through Mama'seyes that she was beautiful, because Mama loved her.She would miss Mama so.

 Her mother's revelation hadn't really disturbed Bettina. In a way, it seemed that a great burden had been
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lifted from her. She was a—she had heard the servantsuse the word and knew what it meant—she was a
bastard. But what did it matter? No one knew about itexcept her mother. Bettina wished that Ryan had
come back for her mother. And now she, too, wondered whathad happened to him. Could he have been
shipwrecked,or killed? Or was he still roaming the seas in searchof a fortune to bring back to Mama?
She liked the last explanation best. He could still come back for Mama after all these years, and they
could come and live onSaint Martin with her.

 "Oh, Bettina, you dream too much," she whisperedaloud. "I must face reality. I am going to go to a
stranger and live with him and be his dutiful wife. Well,maybe not so dutiful." She laughed. "But I will be
hiswife and I—I don't even know what he looks like! He could be fat and short, or old. I must remember
to askMama what he looks like. Maybe he will be young andhandsome. Yes, and he did want me. I must
rememberthat."

 She yawned, then looked once more at her clear blueeyes in the mirror, eyes as dark as sapphires.

 "Mama must have been teasing me. How can any­one's eyes change color?"

 Bettina stood up and walked to the large four-poster bed with its frilly pink-and-white canopy. She
crawledunder the covers and tossed her long, unbound hairover the side of the bed, where it flowed to
the floor. With so many things going through her mind, it was along time before she finally went to sleep.

 Chapter

  

 WAKE up. Wake up, Bettina."Bettina opened her eyes quickly at the soundof her mother's voice, but
then remembered regretfullywhat day this was. Today she would leave her homeforever.

 "I told those silly maids to wake you early thismorning," Jossel continued. "But I should have known they
wouldn't pay attention to me. This whole househas been in such confusion this last month, preparingfor
your journey. It is a wonder anything gets done.The servants are so excited you would think they were g
oing with you. And oh, how they envy Madeleine. I amgoing to miss that bossy old woman. She has
been moreEke a mother to me than my own, but you need her nowmore than I do." She paused and
looked at her daugh­ter, her eyes wet with unshed tears. "Oh, Bettina, this month has gone by too
quickly. You are finally leavingme to start a life of your own."

 "But you said it will not be forever, Mama," Bettinareplied, edging her long, slender legs over the side of
the bed.

 "Yes, but that does not help the fact that you areleaving today."

 "Maddy and I still have to travel to Saint-Malo,where the ship is, and you and Papa will come with us
that far. You knew this day would come, Mama."

 "Oh, why did Andree have to choose a man who livesacross the sea?" Jossel asked, wringing her hands.
Thenshe shook her head in resignation. "Well, it is done. Now you must prepare, for we leave in two
hours' time. Oh,where are those maids?"

 Bettina laughed. "They are probably in the kitchendiscussing my journey. They seem to think Saint
Martinis going to be an exciting place to live. But I can dressmyself, anyway. You forget I did without
servants allthose years at school."
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 The maids finally came, and after receiving a tongue-lashing from Jossel, they rushed about the large
bed­room, laying out the clothes that Bettina would wearfor the journey to Saint-Malo. One of the maids
left the room to get water for Bettina's bath, and for the nexttwo hours everybody scurried about, seeing
to the lastdetails.

 Soon, Bettina and Madeleine were ready to go, wear­ing comfortably warm traveling clothes, for it was
October and the weather was quite chilly this earlymorning. Mama joined them at the entrance, and, sur­
prisingly, it was Andree who was the last to arrive.

 The large coach that Andree had purchased especially for the journey to Saint-Malo was impressive
indeed. Itwas drawn by six coal-black horses and was large enough to carry all the trunks on top,
including thesmall chest that contained Bettina's dowry in gold.

 Bettina leaned back on the velvet seat, with hermother beside her, and closed her eyes. The past month
had been hectic, and she and most of the household had worked day and night on her trousseau. Her
wed­ding dress had taken the longest time to make, ofcourse, but it was a beautiful garment, a
masterpiece,and all who had worked on it were proud of the re­sults.

 The dress was creamy white satin, the same coloras Bettina's hair, covered with handmade lace, except
for the tight-fitting sleeves. Flowing lace sleeves fellaway from the shimmering satin ones. It was a
beautifulgown, caught tight about the waist, with a square neck­line and flowing skirt, the lace divided in
the front ofthe skirt to reveal the satin beneath. Bettina would wear white satin slippers with the dress,
and the white pearlsAndree" had given her on her nineteenth birthday. Herveil, yards of white lace, had
been worn by her motheron her own wedding day.

 Madeleine had personally supervised the packing of the wedding dress in a separate trunk so it would
notwrinkle too badly. She felt she was reliving the past, for twenty-two years before she'd gone through
the samepreparations for Jossel's marriage.

 The small three-masted vessel lay at anchor formany days, waiting for the passengers who would sailto
Saint Martin. Jacques Marivaux, captain of theWind-song,stood on the foredeck, a frown on his
bronzed,weather-beaten face as he gazed out into the harbor.He was uneasy.

 The Comte de Lambert had commissioned Jacques to go to France, pick up his intended bride and her
ser­vant, and take them back to Saint Martin. When de Lambert had first approached him, Jacques had
beenready to resign from thecomte's service rather thantransport women. But de Lambert had made too
tempting an offer.

 This young woman must mean a great deal to thecomte.But still, there were numerous difficulties in­
volved. Jacques would have to isolate the women fromhis rough, randy crew. Also, women were
supposed to be bad luck on board ship, and the superstitiouswould blame every mishap on them. The
women them­selves would expect to be pampered, with fine food andcomfortable quarters. Jacques
knew this was going tobe the worst voyage of his twenty years at sea.

 Luckily, they had been at Saint-Malo for a week,and his crew had been let loose on the town since they
first docked. They should have had their fill of womento last them awhile. But during the last month at sea
he would have to worry about mutiny.

 Then Jacques saw a large carriage turn off a sidestreet and rumble onto the dock. That must be thebride
and her family, he thought apprehensively, seeingthe many trunks piled on top. He would have to round
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up his crew tonight and set sail tomorrow, if the wind permitted.Mon Dieu! Why had he taken this
commis­sion?

 Bettina looked out the small carriage window andsaw the many ships at anchor in the harbor. There
were so many vessels, all of different sizes, that shewondered which one could be theWindsong.
Andree* had said it was a small three-masted vessel, but therewere many that fit that description. She
would have to learn more about ships, since thecomte owned manyvessels, theWindsong only one of
them.

 The carriage pulled to a halt, and Andree got outand asked a passing sailor where theWindsong was
anchored. As it turned out, they were right in frontof her. Andree" went up the gangplank and spoke with
a big man standing on deck. After a few minutes, hecame back and entered the carriage again.

 "Thecapitaine has to get his crew together, so wewill take lodgings for this night. The trunks will be
unloaded and put aboard now, so there will be a short delay here."

 Andree was being generous, for usually he didn't waste his time explaining anything to his family.

 The inn where they took lodgings was fairly decent. Bettina had a small room to herself, and she enjoyed
her last bath that night. Jossel had told her that, un­fortunately, she would not be able to bathe properly
for the duration of the voyage. So Bettina soaked infragrant suds for two hours.

 The following morning, before the sun had risenabove the horizon, the captain of theWindsong calledon
Bettina personally. Andre quickly introduced Cap­tain Jacques Marivaux to his daughter, and they hur­
riedly left for the ship.

 Bettina cried, as she'd known she would, and sodid Madeleine and Jossel when they said good-bye to
each other. Bettina also kissed Andree lightly on thecheek, though he seemed embarrassed. But he was,
after all, the only father she had ever known, and shecouldn't help loving him, despite his strictness. It
would have been nice, though, if Andree could have said heloved her, just this once.

 So she said good-bye to Andree Verlaine, a small manwho would never again cause her heartache. But
shecouldn't bear to leave her mother, and it took animpatient Captain Marivaux to separate them. He
hur­ried them, for the ship had to clear the harbor inorder to catch the morning breeze that would take
herout to sea.

 With a last tearful glance at her mother and her be­loved France, Bettina turned and walked carefully up
the gangplank. All eyes on board the ship were drawnto her. There had been no time this morning to bind
her hair up, so she had just tied it back with ribbons.The snowy blond tresses streaming down her back
were a sight to behold as the sun caught and lit herhair to blinding brilliance.

 It was a moment of anxiety for Captain Marivauxas his crew stared hypnotized at Bettina. He had not
expected Comte de Lambert's intended bride to be sucha beauty.Mon Dieu, but thecomte was an
extremelylucky man.

 Captain Marivaux barked orders left and right, andreluctantly the crew dispersed. However, many still
ogled the women, so the captain quickly escorted themto his cabin and left them there. He was giving up
his cabin for the remainder of the voyage because it wasthe largest on the ship and Comte de Lambert
hadinsisted his bride be made comfortable. The arrange­ment was hardly satisfactory, but it would have
to do.
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 Besides the women, he was also transporting a for­tune in gold that was Mademoiselle Verlaine's
dowry.Why Monsieur Verlaine thought he needed to sendso much gold was beyond Jacques. The
beautifulmade­moisellewas all the prize any man could want. Shedid not need a fortune to go with her.

 The gold that Jacques Marivaux was carrying mightmake any man turn pirate. Themademoiselle alone
was temptation enough. But the captain had given his word, and it was a matter of honor. He would see
themade­moisellesafely to Comte de Lambert or die trying.

  

 Chapter

  

 AFTER a week at sea, Bettina missed the luxuryof her baths. The small bowl of water allotted to her
each day was hardly sufficient, and she soon foundthat her dirty hair was to be her worst problem. But
after two weeks she was able to wash it, when theWindsongencountered her first rainstorm on this voy­
age. She had to go on deck, which the captain sternlydisapproved of, and let the rain caught by the
slack­ened sails pour down on her. It meant getting soakedtothe bone and having to walk across the
slippery,dangerous decks, but it was worth it.

 The men were ordered below decks, for the captainpreferred not to take chances. But with Jacques
Marivaux and his officers on guard, and Madeleine besideher, Bettina felt quite safe.

 The captain joined Bettina a few times for dinner,and each time he stressed that she must remain out of
sight of the crew. She was allowed on deck in thelate evening, after most of the crew was below, butonly
if the captain or one of his officers was with her.Bettina couldn't understand why, and the captain wastoo
embarrassed to explain. Finally, Bettina asked Mad­ eleine why she couldn't have the freedom of the
ship.

 "It's not for you to concern yourself with,ma cherie,"Madeleine said. "You just do as thecapitaine
instructs."

 "But you do know the reason, don't you, Maddy?"Bettina pressed her.
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 "Yes, I suppose I do."

 "Then why do you hesitate to tell me? I am not achild anymore."

 Madeleine shook her head. "You are innocent oflife, and a child in many ways. You know nothing of
men, and the less you know, the better."

 "You cannot protect me forever, Maddy. I will havea husband soon. Must I be completely ignorant?"

 "No—no, I suppose you are right. But do not ex­pect this old woman to tell you everything you want to
know."

 "Very well, just tell me why I cannot have the free­dom of the ship," Bettina replied.

 "Because you must not tempt the crew with yourbeauty, my pet. Men have strong desires that makethem
want to make love to a woman, especially one aslovely as you."

 "Oh!" Bettina gasped. "But surely they know thatthey cannot."

 "Yes, but if the crew is subjected to seeing you everyday, then they will begin to want you. This desire
that a man has can become so overpowering that he willeven risk death to make love to a woman."

 "How do you know all of these things, Maddy?"Bettina asked, smiling.

 "I may never have married, but I have knowledge of men. When I was young, I was not shielded from
them as you have been, Bettina."

 "You mean you have made love with a man?""Now your curiosity goes too far, young lady. Leavethis
old woman in peace."

 "Oh, Maddy." Bettina sighed, for she knew Mad­eleine would tell her no more, and there were somany
things that she wanted to know. Perhaps aftershe was married all her questions would be answered.But
she couldn't help wondering what making lovewould be like. It must be a great pleasure if menwould risk
their lives to do it. But she would just haveto wait until she was married; then she would learnwhat it was
all about.

 After three weeks at sea, a most unpleasant inci­dent occurred. Bettina was alone in her cabin, for
Madeleine had left her to wash some of their clothes. When the door opened, Bettina didn't even glance
up,thinking it was Madeleine returning. But she screamedwhen two hands clamped down on her
shoulders andspun her around. The man didn't seem to hear her. He just held her, his glazed eyes
covering her body slowly, but he made no move to do anything else.

 "Seize him!" the captain shouted.

 Bettina started, and then two men hurried into thecabin and took hold of the man. She followed in con­
fusion and watched as the man was dragged acrossthe deck, despite his frantic struggling. He was then
tied to the mainmast and the first officer ripped histunic fiercely apart.

 Captain Marivaux appeared beside Bettina, scowl­ing. "It is most unfortunate that this has happened,
mademoiselle. Comte de Lambert will be furious when he learns that you were nearly raped."
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 Bettina did not look at the captain, for she wasstaring as if in a daze at the poor man who was awaiting
his punishment. The first officer himself stood be­hind the man with a short whip in his hand. The whip
was made of coiled leather, about a yard long, frayedinto many knotted strands.

 The captain addressed his crew harshly, but Bettina was too appalled at what was about to happen to
even listen to his words. Then Captain Marivaux gave the signal and the first officer cracked the whip in
the aironce, twice, then brought it down with brutal forceacross the man's back. Thin trickles of blood
randown from the red streaks across the man's quiveringflesh. Then another streak appeared as the whip
lasheddown once more.

 "No, for God's sake! Stop this!" Bettina cried.

 "It must be done, Mademoiselle Verlaine. The crewwas warned, so it is no fault of yours."

 Again and again that horrible instrument tore intothe man's back, splattering his blood across the deck
and onto nearby men's clothing. Bettina didn't know when she ran to the railing. Perhaps it was when the
man started screaming, but even that didn't last forlong. When her retching finally stopped, she couldstill
hear the horrible sound of the whip tearing intothe man's flesh, and there was not another sound tobe
heard.

 Finally it stopped. Thirty lashes had been given, shewas told later, and the man was only barely alive. In
Bettina's mind, the man had only frightened her, andfor this he was writhing in pain and would be useless
for the remainder of the voyage.

 Bettina cried that night, and she was sick threemore times, every time she thought about that hor­rible
scene. A man had almost died because he hadnearly raped her. Raped.

 "What did thecapitaine mean, Maddy, when hesaid that man nearly raped me?" Bettina asked latethat
same night. "All he did was look at me, and forthat he suffered terrible pain."

 Madeleine, who was lying on her small cot, wasstaring moodily at the ceiling of the cabin. She was as
disturbed as Bettina over what had happened that day,but her concern was for her ward.

 She looked at Bettina now, a worried expression onher face. "He would have done more than that if the
capitaine had not come in time. This is my fault, Bet­tina. I should not have left you alone."

 "But the man did nothing, and now he is marredfor life because of me!"

 "He disobeyed thecapitaine's orders, and for thathe was whipped. The crew was warned not to gonear
you, Bettina, but this man did not heed the warn­ing. He would have made love to you if thecapitainehad
not heard your scream," Madeleine said quietly.

 "Then why didn't thecapitaine say that, instead ofsaying he nearly raped me?"

 "Did you want that man to touch you?"

 "Of course not," Bettina replied.

 "Well, he would not have taken your wishes into consideration. He would have forced himself on you
against your will, and that is rape."
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 Bettina leaned back on her own cot, her mind ina whirl. So that's what rape was—making love to wom­
en who did not want to be made love to. How awful!But then, she still didn't know what making love
wasall about. Oh, she was so stupid! When would shelearn? When would she find out what making love
waslike? When she was married, she reminded herself,and that would be soon enough.

  

  

 TheWindsong was making rapid headway intowarmer waters, but she still had a great distance to go
before reaching Saint Martin. The weather hadchanged considerably, and the wind no longer had suchan
icy bite to it.

 Bettina knew that she could look forward to a warmtropical climate on the small island of Saint Martin.
Captain Marivaux answered many questions when he dined with her. She learned that her future husband
owned a large plantation on the island and that hehad gained great wealth by exporting cotton.

 After the horrible time when that poor seaman waswhipped so cruelly, no other such incidents occurred.
The crew was careful to stay well away from Bettinawhen she was allowed on deck.

 After a month at sea, they encountered anotherstorm that was quite mild at first, and Bettina wasable to
wash her hair again. But she had barely finishedwhen the storm increased in intensity, and she wasforced
to return to the safety of her cabin.

 It seemed as if the heavens had opened up and werethrowing their vengeance on this ship alone. It
stormedall through the night, and the violent pitching of the ship made it impossible for Bettina to sleep.
She triedpacing the floor nervously but was quickly thrownagainst the walls of the cabin. Luckily,
everything wassecurely fastened down, and Bettina dashed back to the built-in captain's bed for
protection.

 Amazingly, Madeleine had fallen asleep quite easily,which annoyed Bettina, who was very frightened.
Shewas sure that theWindsong would crash over into thesea and they would all drown.

 But sometime in the middle of the night, with herhands braced against the sides of the little bed andher
still-wet hair trailing over the side, Bettina herselffinally went to sleep.

 The sea was calm the following morning when Bet­tina awoke. She chided herself for being so
frightenedthe night before, and was sure it hadn't been such abad storm after all.

 Madeleine was already up and dressed, and pouringthe allotted amount of cold water into a small bowl
for Bettina's morning toilette.

 "Did you sleep well, my pet?" she asked cheerfully.

 "I did not," Bettina grumbled and swung her longlegs off the bed. Her damp hair fell over her shoul­ders,
and she grimaced. "Maddy, be a dear and goask thecapitaine if I can dry my hair on deck."

 "I will do no such thing. You are not going outthere in the morning," Madeleine answered adamantly.

 "If I have thecapitaine's permission, then it will be all right. And you know how long my hair took to dry
last time. I nearly caught cold."
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 "There is worse you can catch up on deck," Mad­eleine replied.

 "Please, Maddy, do as I ask."

 "I will, but I don't like it."

 Madeleine left the cabin, grumbling to herself asshe closed the door. Bettina dressed quickly in a velvet
dress of a dark violet that contrasted vividly with herhair. When Madeleine returned, she led Bettina tothe
rear deck of the ship.

 "I still don't like this, young lady, so be quickabout it," Madeleine said sternly.

 Bettina laughed. "I cannot make the wind blowfaster, Maddy. But it will not take long."

 She faced the wide expanse of sea to let the windsweep through her hair, drying it swiftly. After a few
minutes she spoke again.

 "Where is thecapitaine?"

 "On the gallery. I am surprised he agreed to let youon deck after what that poor sailor attempted."

 Bettina turned to see the captain in a heated argu­ment with one of his crewmen.

 "Look, Bettina, a ship!" Madeleine cried.

 Bettina turned and saw the other sail in the distance.

 "Ladies, you must return to your cabin quickly."Bettina jumped as the captain came up behind her. "If
that seadog of a lookout had been doing his job, insteadof watching you, then he would have seen the
vessel intime. As it is, they are coming straight for us."

 "Is there anything to be alarmed about,Capitaine?"Bettina asked worriedly, a frown puckering her
brow.

 "That ship is not flying her colors. She may be apirate vessel."

 Bettina gasped. "But surely they will not attack theWindsong!"

 "It is unlikely that they will,mademoiselle, but one never knows about these cutthroats. We will try to
outdistance them, and I must ask that you lock thedoor to your cabin. Do not open it for any reason until
the danger is past. And do not worry. We have suc­ceeded in fighting off pirates before."

 Bettina felt sick inside. Do not worry, the captain said! How could shenot worry? She had heard vivid
stories about pirates from other girls in the convent. Pirates were horrible, horrible men! They were the
rogues of the sea, the Devil's workers, who plundered, murdered, and raped.Mon Dieu, this could not
pos­sibly be happening!

 "Maddy, I am frightened," Bettina cried, close totears.

 "We are not going to worry. This is an able ship, my pet. The pirates will not have a chance to boardher.
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And besides, the other vessel may be friendly. Youmust not fear, Bettina. Thecapitaine will protect you,
as will I."

 Madeleine's words were reassuring, but Bettina wasstill alarmed, and even more so when they heard can
nonfire. Madeleine's soft gray eyes widened as shestared at Bettina, who had turned suddenly pale. A
thunderous blast echoed in the small cabin, and thenthey heard the cracking of timber and a loud crash.
They knew that one of theWindsong\ masts hadfallen.

 Soon they felt a jarring, as of one ship coming upagainst the other. Shouting could be heard, and gunfire,
and the sickening sound of screams—men screaming asthey met their deaths.

 Madeleine sank to her knees to pray, and Bettinaquickly joined her. After a short while, the gunfire
ceased, and they heard boisterous laughter. Perhaps the crew of theWindsong had won. Was it too
muchto hope for, that they were safe now? But then theyheard English words among the laughter. The
crew of theWindsong was entirely French, and spoke onlyFrench. The pirates had won!

  

  

 C'AP'N! The wench I told ye 'bout, she's got to behidin' in the hold or in one o' them cabins."

 "Blast it, man, we don't have all day! Search thewhole ship, but be quick about it."

 Bettina felt the sweat of fear break out all over her,and she wanted to die.

 "Why, oh why didn't thecapitaine give us a weapon?"Bettina whispered, clasping her hands to still their
trembling.

 "He did not expect to lose the battle," Madeleineanswered quietly. "But do not worry, Bettina. I will tell
their leader that he can gain a great fortune if hewill deliver you unharmed to Comte de Lambert. The
comtewill surely pay the price. He is a Frenchmanand honorable."

 "But these men are pirates, Maddy!" Bettina cried."They will kill us!"

  

 "No, my pet. They won't kill us without reason.You must not worry about that, and you must notact
frightened when they find us. Pretend you do notspeak their English. I will speak for you. And forGod's
sake, do not lose your temper with these men,"Madeleine warned. "If you do, they will not thinkyou are a
lady of good breeding and wealth."

 "I am too frightened to lose my temper."

 "Good. Now we must pray that their leader's greedfor wealth is more powerful than his lust."

 "I don't understand, Maddy."

 "Never mind,ma cherie," Madeleine replied, her voice betraying her concern. "Just remember to say
nothing."

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 The laughter and noise became louder as menmoved back and forth in front of their cabin.

 "She weren't in the hold, Cap'n, an' them othercabins were empty."

 "Tear down the last door," replied a deep voicevery near to the cabin, and the pounding started im­
mediately.

 "Dear God!"

 "Hush, now," Madeleine said quickly. "Rememberto speak no English!"

 Bettina was beside herself with fear. She was sureshe would meet her death this day, and Madeleine
could do nothing to prevent it. After a few more mo­ments, the door crashed in, and Bettina screamed
whenshe saw the grinning, bearded men.

 "Glory, but them Frenchies sure turn out beauties!"said a short sailor with a patch over one eye.

 "Aye, mate. I'd give me blessed mother to be thecap'n today."

 "Where is yourcapitaine?" Madeleine asked curtly.

 "Ye'll see 'im soon enough, old woman," onebearded man said, leading them out of the cabin.

 Bettina avoided looking at the dead bodies of theWindsong'screw as she crossed the deck and was
handed down to the other vessel. Madeleine kept close by her side, with one arm around her waist for
pro­tection.

 The pirate ship was three-masted, about the same sizeas theWindsong. But the crew was a rowdy,
unkemptbunch. The men stopped what they were doing andstared at Bettina. Some wore no shirts,
others wore only short vests to cover bare chests, and most were bare­footed. Many wore golden rings
in their ears, and allwere heavily bearded.

 "I demand to see yourcapitaine," Madeleine said tothe man who had escorted them onto the pirate
vessel.

 Another man jumped down from the deck of theWindsongand came around to face them.

 "So you speak English," he said. "Well, at least wewill know your worth now."

 He was a big bear of a man, and Bettina felt tinyand frail standing next to him. She was used to lookingat
men on their own eye level, and even looking down on quite a few. But this man was at least six feet tall
and at least two feet wide across his chest. He was notfat, but was heavily muscled, as could be seen
clearlyby his huge, bare arms. His light-brown hair was cutshort, coming only to his massive shoulders.
But thethick, full beard that completely covered his face made him look so sinister, so dangerous. Bettina
shivered.

 "Well, what have you discovered, Jules?"

 It was the man with the deep voice, who seemed tobe in command. He jumped down onto the deck
behindthem.
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 "They speak English, Tristan, at least the old onedoes."

 This man Tristan stood directly behind Bettina, andshe turned around to face him. What she saw made
her gasp, for this man was even taller than the other one.He was truly a giant! He was only a few inches
from her,and Bettina had to look up past his broad chest to seehis face. His eyes were a startling pale
blue, and a long,thin scar started in the middle of his right cheek and cut a path into the dark gold of his
beard.

 Bettina stared for long moments at the thin scar, andthe man's muscles tightened and his eyes grew icy.
He grabbed hold of her arm, making her wince, and startedto walk her across the deck.

 "Monsieur,wait!" Madeleine cried. "Where are you taking her?"

 The man turned around and smiled coldly. "To mycabin,madame, to talk with the young lady. Have you
any objections?"

 "Of course!"

 "Well, save them!" he said curtly and dragged Bet­tina along.

 "Monsieur,she does not speak English," Madeleinecalled after him.

 This brought laughter from the crew, and halted theman again.

 "How ye goin' to tell 'er what to do, Cap'n?"

 "Fer what the cap'n 'as in mind, no words is nec­essary."

 More laughter followed, which obviously annoyed thecaptain, for his grip tightened on Bettina's arm. She
cried out in pain, and he released her immediately.

 "Blast you scurvy dogs!" he shouted at his crew."You've had enough amusement for one day. Get toyour
duties and get this ship under way." He then turned to Bettina. "I am sorry if I hurt you,mademoiselle."

 She had not expected an apology from this piratecaptain. Was he not as dangerous as he looked? She
stared at him curiously, but did not speak.

 "Blast!" he said, scowling, and turned to the otherbig man. "Jules, bring that woman here."

 Madeleine hurried to them without assistance, chargedwith concern. "You are not to harm her,
Capitainet"

 The captain looked at Madeleine with surprise, thensuddenly burst into laughter. "Are you giving me
orders,madame?"

 "I cannot let you harm her,monsieur."

 Jules chuckled at this, but the captain flashed him amurderous look, then focused his attention on Made­
leine again.

 "Are you her mother?"
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 "No, I was nurse to her and her mother both. I willbe nurse to her children as well," Madeleine replied
proudly.

 "Is she with child now?"

 "Monsieur!You cannot ask—"

 "Blast it, answer me, woman!" the captain cut heroff sharply.

 "No, she is not."

 The captain's annoyance seemed to disappear withher answer. "Now tell me, why do you speak English
and she does not?"

 "I—I was born in England. I came to France as a child with my parents," Madeleine said truthfully.

 "She speaks no English at all?"

 "No,Capitaine."

 He sighed and studied Bettina, who had been watch­ing him the whole time. "Who is she?"

 "Mademoiselle Bettina Verlaine."

 "And where was she being taken?"

 "To Saint Martin, to be married to Comte de Lam­bert," Madeleine replied quickly.

 "And the fortune that was found on your vessel—itwas her dowry?"

 "Yes."

 The pirate captain smiled lazily, displaying even,white teeth. "Her family must be very rich. And her
betrothed, he is also a man of wealth?"

 "Yes, he will pay you well if you deliver her safely to Saint Martin—unharmed."

 He laughed at her last word. "I'm sure he will, but I will have to think on the matter." He turned to Jules.
"Take the nurse to your cabin and lock her in. Themademoisellewill come with me,"

 Madeleine was dragged away, screaming and kickingto be free, and Bettina suddenly felt horribly afraid.
She couldn't stop thinking of the stories she'd heard inthe convent. Wouldn't a quick death be preferable?
She looked at the railing of the ship. It was not so far toreach, and then to be engulfed in the cold blue
water....

 "Oh, no, Bettina Verlaine, not yet, anyway," thecaptain said, as if reading her mind.

 He took her arm and led her to his cabin. Inside thesmall, disorderly room, the captain sat Bettina down
in a chair beside a long table. He filled two tankards witha dry red wine, handed her one, and sat down
also. Thelong table obviously served as a desk, for it was cov­ered with charts and nautical instruments.
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 He leaned back in his chair and stared at her silently. She watched his light-blue eyes nervously, and felt
thecolor rising to her cheeks under his close examination.

 "My men seem to think you are a beauty, Bettina,"he remarked casually. "But frankly I don't see how
theycould tell with that black powder covering your face."

 Bettina instinctively tried to rub away the black. Butwhen her hand came away clean, she realized he had
tricked her.

 "So you understand English after all. I thought asmuch. Why did your servant lie?"

 Bettina hesitated before answering. "She—she didnot want me to talk to you. I think she was afraid I
would lose my temper."

 "And will you?"

 "I see no reason why I should."

 The captain laughed deeply. "Was the old woman lying about your betrothal also?"

 "No."

 "So this Comte de Lambert really is a wealthy man?"

 "Yes, extremely so,capitaine," Bettina replied, be­ginning to relax a little.

 The man didn't seem half so dangerous as she hadexpected him to be. She had to admit he was
handsome,and he appeared to be young, though his golden beardmade him look older.

 "You will be a rich man if you take me to my be­trothed," Bettina said.

 "I have no doubt of that," he replied easily. "Butyour dowry alone has made me a rich man, and I don't
hold with carrying women on my ship."

 "Then what will you do with me,monsieur, throwme into the sea—after you have raped me?" she asked
sarcastically.

 "Exactly."

 She stared at him, aghast. She had expected a denial, but without one, what could she say?

 "Is—is that your intention?" she asked fearfully.

 He stared down at his tankard of wine for a moment,as if contemplating her question. Then he looked at
her, an amused expression on his face.

 "Take off your clothes."

 "What?" Bettina whispered.
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 "I intend to make love to you, Bettina Verlaine, thenI will take you to your betrothed. So take off your
clothes. I would rather not have to rape you and perhapshurt you in the process."

 "Non, monsieur, non!Comte de Lambert will nottake me if I am dishonored!"

 "I assure you,mademoiselle, he will take you, andhe will pay a high price to do so. He has seen you,
hasn't he?"

 "Yes, but—"

 "Then there is no question about it. Your lack ofvirginity will not matter too much."

 "No!" Bettina replied adamantly. "I will not go tohim dishonored. It would shame my family. I will notdo
this!"

 "I'm afraid you have no choice in the matter. ButI'm sure thecomte will hide the fact that you will beno
virgin on your wedding night," the captain remarkedcalmly.

 "No, you cannot do this to me!" Bettina cried, hergreen eyes wide with fear.

 "I repeat, Bettina, I am going to make love to ydii.Nothing will save you from that. But I don't want to
have to force you. I don't like rape."

 "But it is rape,monsieur, for I don't want to makelove!"

 "Call it what you like, as long as you don't fight me."

 "You—you must be crazy! You cannot expect me tobe submissive, to just let you—I won't!" she
stormed,her fear replaced by anger. "I will fight you with allmy power!"

 "Let us strike a bargain,mademoiselle. Besides you and your servant, a few other prisoners were
broughtaboard for sport, including the captain of the Frenchship."

 "For sport?"

 "My men are a ruthless bunch. They seem to takepleasure in killing a man slowly. First they cut off the
ears, then the fingers, then the feet—need I go on?"

 Bettina felt sick. "You—you allow this?"

 "Why not?"

 She turned pale at his answer. He must participatein this sport also.Mon Dieu!

 "You spoke—of a—bargain," she said weakly.

 "Your submission for the lives of those men. You Iwill have whether you fight me or not. I will not be
denied you. But I will spare the lives of the prisoners and set them free in the next port on one
condition—that you don't fight me." He paused and smiled. "You have lost already, Bettina, for I will
have you no matterwhat you decide. But the prisoners have everything to gain. They will live and not be
harmed if you agree. Iwant your answer now."
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 "You are merciless!" Bettina gasped. "Why must yourape me?"

 "You surprise me. You are a prize worth having, andI want you," he said.

 "But I do not want you!"

 "I will tell you, Bettina, that you are the only reason Icaptured your ship. I usually prey only on Spanish
ves­sels. My lookout saw you on deck and described yourbeauty to me. You should be grateful that I
don't intendto share you with my crew. But enough, I want youranswer!"

 "You leave me no choice," Bettina replied slowly,feeling completely helpless for the first time in her life."I
must save the lives of those men."

 "You will put up no resistance?"

 "No,monsieur, I will not fight you."

 "Good. You have made a wise decision. I'm sure theprisoners will be most grateful. I will tell the men to
leave them be. While I'm gone, I want you to removeyour clothing and wait in my bed."

 He left and closed the door after him. There was noescape. There was absolutely nothing Bettina could
donow, and she wouldn't even have the satisfaction offighting him.

 Reluctantly, and very slowly, Bettina started to un­dress. She was finally going to find out what making
love was like—or rape, anyway. Well, at least by hersubmission she would save the lives of a few
French­men. She kept that thought with her to help her endurewhat would follow.

 When the captain came back into the cabin, Bettina was still wearing her shift. He closed the door, then
frowned at her.

 "You haven't changed your mind, have you?" heasked brusquely.

 "No, have you?"

 He laughed then, and walked across the cabin tostand before her. She felt small and helpless next to his
towering frame.

 "No, little one. Nothing can make me change mymind." He gathered the mass of her hair in his handsand
rubbed it between his fingers, feeling its soft, silkytexture. Then he laid it over her shoulders.

 "Remove your shift, Bettina. I can't wait muchlonger."

 "I hate you,monsieur!" she hissed through clenched teeth.

 He laughed again. "Althoughmonsieur sounds lovelycoming from your sweet lips, I would prefer you to
callme Tristan. Now, finish your wine, Bettina, for it may help you somewhat. I have never lain with a
virgin be­fore, but I've been told it is painful the first time."

 "It would take two barrels of wine to wipe away whatyou are about to do, Monsieur Tristan!"
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 "Just Tristan! And don't try my patience, Bettina.What will happen to you will happen, but I can still
change my mind about the prisoners. Drink the wineand then remove your shift without further comment."

 Bettina could not delay any longer. She drank thewine, turned her back to him, and slowly removed her
last piece of clothing. She veiled her body with herknee-length flaxen hair, then turned to face him.

 Tristan did not take her gesture as defiance, merelyas modesty, but he would not allow even that. He
partedher hair and feasted his eyes on her slender body formany moments. Then he took her face in his
handsand kissed her tenderly.

 Bettina had not expected this. Why did he kiss her?Why not get it over and done with?

 His lips parted hers, searching, demanding a response. She wanted to pull away, but he would con­sider
that resistance. She had to think of those poor captured men and nothing else. She must let him havehis
way with her.

 His arms circled her and pressed her unclad bodyagainst him, and his mouth became more demanding,
hard, and yet not hurting. And suddenly Bettina felt astrange sensation, something she had never
experiencedbefore. It was an unusual feeling, as if she could actual­ly feel the blood flowing through her
veins. It was an exciting feeling, and it made her relax against him andaccept his kiss willingly, made her
forget she was stand­ing naked in a stranger's arms.

 Then he stopped kissing her, and picked her up inhis poweiful arms. She stiffened as he carried her to
hisbed and there laid her down gently. He took off hisclothing with slow deliberation, keeping his eyes on
her the whole time. She in turn could not look away from him, though she wanted to. When at last he was
naked, Bettina stared in amazement at his lean, muscu­lar body; the wide shoulders that tapered to
narrowhips, the hard, flat middle and long, firm legs.

 Tristan came to her and lay down beside her on thenarrow bed. He looked into her face for a long while
and then brushed one hand across her breasts. He watched for her reaction, and it came immediately as
her eyes widened in confusion.

 He laughed softly and cupped one breast, squeezingit gently. "Did you expect me to be quick about it?"

 "Yes. Oh, please, Tristan, please don't do this to me. I ask you once more, please spare me this shame!"
shepleaded uselessly.

 "No, little one, it is too late for that."

 "Then be done with it!" she said sharply.

 His eyes narrowed angrily. He mounted her then, hisgreat weight pressing her into the soft mattress. He
thrust into her quickly, and a searing pain followed.

 She screamed and dug her nails into Ms back, but asquickly as the pain had come, it was gone.

 He moved inside her, slowly at first, then faster, muchfaster, and it actually felt good. Bettina relaxed and
shamefully enjoyed the feeling of him inside her. Butthen he gave a final deep thrust and relaxed
completely,crushing her with his huge body.

 Bettina didn't know what to do. Was that all therewas to it? She admitted it had been pleasant after the
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initial pain, but if that was all there was to making love, she could do without it. Where was the extreme
pleasurethat could make a man risk death? Perhaps only the man experienced pleasure from making
love.

 "I'm sorry, Bettina. I didn't mean to be so quick, but you have a sharp tongue. Next time, it will be better
foryou."

 "Next time!" she gasped. "But I—I thought that—"

 "No, little one," he cut her off with an amused smile."Saint Martin is a long way off. And since you will
besharing my cabin with me, I will make love to you when­ever I wish. This will be a most pleasant
voyage."

 When he got up and began to dress, Bettina quicklypulled the cover over her nakedness. What was she
go­ ing to do? Lying with him once was bad enough, buthe had given her no choice and she would have
beenable to live with that shame. But to submit to him again and again, and not be able to fight him—she
would behis mistress! How could she live with that?

 Tristan had been quietly scrutinizing her. Now heleaned over her and softly brushed his lips against hers.

 "I must leave you now, to see my crew and changecourse for Saint Martin. Under no condition do I
wantyou to leave this cabin."

 "But I want to see Maddy. I want to see the prison­ers and tell them they have nothing to fear."

 "No," he said sharply. "Your servant can see to theprisoners, and you can see her later—not now."

 With that he left the cabin. Bettina thought of locking the door against him. But he would only break it
down,and then she would have to suffer his anger. She shud­dered to think what that would be like. So
far, thisTristan had been in a good mood and had shown onlyone side of his character, and yet he had
taken heragainst her will. She wouldn't care to see his violentside.

 She was at the mercy of a ruthless pirate! He couldkill her if he wanted to! She was completely in his
power, and she didn't know what to do about it.

 She got off the bed and stared stupidly at the bloodon the covers—her own blood. I hate you,
CapitaineTristan, she thought bitterly. You have ruined me, shamed me, dishonored me! She stamped
her foot inoutraged fury.

 Bettina's breathing slowed. There was no point in get­ting so upset, when she couldn't take it out on him.
But she wanted to—how she wanted to!

 There was a small bowl of water on a washstand bythe bed, and with this Bettina washed herself as best
she could. She hurriedly dressed, then rebelliously pouredmore wine into the tankard on the table. She
sat downand started to drink, but then she heard a soft knock on the door. A second later, it opened and
Madeleinerushed in and closed the door quickly.

 "Oh, Bettina, are you all right? He—he didn't—he—"

 "He will take us to Saint Martin, but—"
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 "Then you were spared—thank God! I was afraid foryou, Bettina.Mon Dieu! I did not know what to
thinkwhen he had me locked up. Thecapitaine is such a bigman—I was afraid he would hurt you."

 "I was not spared," Bettina said quietly. "He was de­termined to take me, and he did."

 "Bettina—no!" Madeleine gasped. She started to cry.

 "It's all right," Bettina said, putting her arms aroundher old nurse. "At least we are still alive. And he has
promised to take us to Saint Martin."

 "My God, Bettina! He didn't have to rape you. Theman has no honor!"

 "I tried to dissuade him, but he wanted me. He saidhe would have me regardless of anything. It is done
now, and there is nothing I can do about it. But atleast I was able to save the prisoners."

 "What prisoners?"

 "You have not seen them yet?" Bettina asked.

 "I didn't know there were any," Madeleine replied. "That big man called Jules let me out of his cabin and
told me to go help in the galley. Their cook was killed in the last battle they fought. But I came here first."

 "Well, go and find the prisoners.Capitaine Marivauxis one of them. Tell them not to worry about their
fate,that they will be set free in the next port. And if any are wounded, care for them, then come back
and tellme how they are. Thecapitaine will not let me leave thecabin."

 "Is there anything I can do for you first?" Madeleineasked, her gray eyes rilled with concern. "I hate to
leave you after what you have been through."

 "No, I am fine, Maddy. I thought it would be a hor­rible experience, but it was not so bad." Bettina said.
"He was gentle with me, and he is young and pleasant to look upon. The only thing that hurt was that he
gaveme no choice—he didn't care about my feelings."

 "I am glad you have taken this so well."

 "There is nothing else I can do," Bettina said.

 Madeleine left, but returned after only a few minuteshad passed. "There are no prisoners, Bettina. I
asked one of the crewmen if he would take me to them, buthe said no one was brought aboard but you
and me. I asked another, and he said the same."

 Bettina stiffened. Every nerve, every fiber in her bodywas filled with rage.

 "He lied! He lied to me—he tricked me! Damn hissoul to hell!"

 "Bettina!" Madeleine gasped. "What is the matterwith you?"

 "He—he lied to me! He told me there were prisoners, that he would spare their lives if—if I would not
fighthim!" Bettina stormed, her green eyes alight with araging fire.

 "Oh, Bettina!"
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 "So I submitted. God knows, I wanted to fight, butI did not. I could endure it because I thought I was
sav­ing the lives of those men.Mon Dieu! I will kill him!"

 "No, Bettina, you must not talk like that! What hashappened cannot be undone. And you said it was not
so bad," Madeleine said.

 "That is not the point! He tricked me. ThisCapitaine Tristan will find out what I think of deception! He
willbe sorry he ever brought me onto this ship. I will haverevenge! I swear it—Tristan will pay for this!"

 "For God's sake, Bettina, be sensible! You will onlysucceed in getting us killed."

 But Madeleine might as well have kept silent, forBettina was pacing the floor with angry strides, and her
old servant's warning didn't even interrupt her murder­ous thoughts.

  

  

 “So, Tristan, what have you decided to do with the woman?" Jules asked when he joined his friend on
deck.

 "I will take her to Saint Martin. This Comte de Lam­bert will pay handsomely for her," Tristan replied.
"And the ransom will be worth the delay in returninghome."

 "I agree, though the men may not. But don't youthink this man will mind that his intended bride is no
longer a virgin?"

 "He won't know about it until after he has paid the ransom, and then it won't matter to us. But I doubt it
will matter to her, either. He will still want her."

 "You are a devil, Tristan," Jules laughed. "So theblond wench was as good as she looked, eh?"

 "Better! But it is dangerous for a woman to be thatlovely. She could have the world at her feet if she
wanted, but I don't think she realizes her own worth. That one will wreck many lives before she is
through."

 "But not yours, eh?"

 "No. I would consider keeping the wench for myself,but she might distract me, and I cannot rest until I
findBastida and put an end to his miserable life!" Tristanreplied heatedly.

 "I know what eats at you, Tristan, but let's not think of it now. There is time and enough to find Bastida."

 "You're right, old friend. There are much more pleas­ant things to think of now."

 Jules grinned mischievously. "I thought you likedyour women willing."

 "What I don't like is using force and facing a woman'swrath. But as usual, logic won out over force."

 "The men, they envy you this one. I don't think anyof them have ever seen such a one as her," said Jules.
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 "Nor have I ever seen one so lovely before. She is alady, but one with a temper."

 "Well, after seeing her, the men have only one thingon their minds. I think it would be wise to drop
anchor in the nearest port. Let the men have a day or two carousing in the brothels. That should help
them forget the one tucked away in your cabin, and satisfy themuntil we return home."

 "I agree," Tristan replied. "We can head for theVirgin Islands and make Tortola by nightfall. Themen—"
Tristan stopped short when he saw Bettina'sservant talking to one of his men. "What is she doingout of
your cabin?"

 Jules looked in the same direction as Tristan, thenanswered, "I released her to work in the galley. We
haven't had a decent meal since old Angus died."

 "You trust the old woman not to poison us?" Tristanasked with a grin.

 "No. I will see that she tastes the food herself beforeit is served."

 Tristan frowned as he watched the servant slip intohis cabin. "What the devil? My cabin is not the galley.
Go ask Joco what the old woman spoke to him about."

 Jules did as he was asked and came back to Tris­tan's side a few minutes later. "She asked to be taken
to the prisoners. What would make—"

 "Blast!" Tristan cut him off sharply. "I suppose Jocotold her there were no prisoners?"

 "Of course."

 "Mother of God! You should have asked me beforeyou released that old woman. Now I can expect the
wrath of hell to fall on my head when I walk throughthat door!" Tristan exclaimed, nodding at his cabin.

 "What are you talking about?"

 "I told the girl we took prisoners. I told her I wouldspare their lives if she did not fight me. She agreed.
But now she must know I tricked her. She is probablyplotting right now how to tear my heart out!"

 Jules burst out laughing. "You give the girl too muchcredit. She's probably too frightened of you to do
any­thing."

 "I have doubts about that."

 "Why did you tell the girl we had prisoners whenwe have never taken any before? Why didn't you just
threaten the servant's life? That would surely have donethe trick."

 "I did not want the girl to think me monstrous enoughto kill old women," Tristan answered irritably.

 "Why should you care what she thinks of you?"

 "Never mind," Tristan replied in a gruff voice. Thenhe saw the servant leaving his cabin. "Go speak with
her. I would know what to expect before I enter mycabin and find my pate split open."
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 Jules left and returned with a halfhearted grin onhis lips. "The old woman said the girl has vowed re­
venge and might do something foolish. Do you wantme to go in first—to make sure she is not waiting to
slit your throat?"

 "I have been a fool! I didn't think to remove thedaggers from my cabin."      *

 "For the love of God, Tristan! You don't think shewould—"

 Tristan cut him off. "Yes, I do. I told you the girlhas a temper. But since the daggers are in a box onthe
bookshelf, maybe she hasn't found them. At anyrate, I can manage her."

 "Tristan?"

 "Do you think I can't handle a mere wisp of a girl?"Tristan laughed. "Come now, Jules. If I can take on
six Spaniards in a single bout, what chance has thatlittle French flower?"

 "Women don't fight like men—just be careful," Julesreplied.

 "You have been with me a long time, Jules. Whenhave you known me not to be careful?"

 Jules could only sigh as Tristan walked away. Hisyoung friend knew nothing of women. Tristan hadspent
most of his life with only hatred in his heart andlittle time for anything else. How could he know thatone
woman's fury could match that of twenty Spaniardsin a single bout?

 Deciding on a surprise attack, Tristan opened thedoor to his cabin very quickly. Bettina stood on the far
side of the room, giving no outward sign of thefury she felt. But he guessed she had found the dag­gers,
for her hands were hidden in the folds of herskirt. He didn't notice that her hair was braided so itwould
not hinder her attack, and that her eyes werea deep, smoldering green. Tristan just hoped that shedidn't
know how to handle a dagger, and especiallythat she wouldn't know how to throw one.

 He crossed the room slowly, watching her arms. She wouldn't suspect him of knowing what she was
about to do, so he had that advantage. When he reachedthe table, he turned his back on her, giving her a
chance to attack. She did so immediately, and Tristanturned just in time to catch her uplifted wrist holding
the long dagger.

 He stared at her in disbelief as he twisted her wrist until she dropped the weapon. Tristan hadn't believed
she would actually try to kill him. Threaten him, orfend him off, yes. But to raise the blade and try tospill
his blood, no.

 Mother of God! Did she have no care for her own life? Did she think that she could kill him and that his
crew would do nothing about it? Perhaps she didn't care what happened to her. If that was so, this
womanwas more dangerous than he thought. If she could puther hatred for him above her own life,
then—but wasn't that the way he felt about Bastida? He would have to take precautions with this little
flaxen-hairedbeauty.

 "What did you hope to gain?" he asked her quietly.

 "I wanted to see you dead—by my hand!" shescreamed, her eyes like flashing emeralds.

 "You don't care about your own life?"
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 "I care only about the end of yours!" she fumed,struggling to pull her wrist free from his iron grip. "Iwill
find a way, Tristan. I will kill you yet! You tricked me! You—you merciless pirate!" She struck out at him
with her free hand, but he grabbed it in time. "Youwill pay for lying to me!"

 "I lied to you—I admit it. But it was only to savea lot of trouble and pain. Would you have preferredme
to rape you forcibly? It would have been quiteeasy, I assure you. You may be tall for a female, Bettina,
and stronger than most, but as you can see now,you are no match for my strength. You are merelyangry
because I didn't allow you to fight for your vir­ginity when you wanted to."

 "And I would have fought you. You—"

 "Yes, of that I am sure. So where is the harm? Isaved you from hurt, for who knows what I might have
done in the heat of passion to still your struggling. Ihave never been faced with the situation before, so I
can't say for sure, but I might have beaten you or—killed you," he added, just to test her reaction.

 "But you would not have been unharmed yourself,monsieur," she spat at him.

 "Really, Bettina?" He laughed deeply now. Neverhaving been faced with a woman's anger, he began to
find it amusing. "How would you have done that, when you can't even escape my grip now?"

 She stamped down hard on his foot in its soft boot,and his amused expression turned to one of pain. He
released her immediately. She dashed to the oppositeside of the table while he clasped his throbbing foot.

 "Ha! You would not need all your strength, eh,Capitaine?You underestimate me! I will hurt you again,
with great pleasure, if you so much as comenear me!" Bettina raged.

 She felt safe with the long table between them, forthis Tristan was nothing but a big, clumsy ox. Withher
lithe form, which for once she was glad of, shewould have no trouble at all staying out of his reach.

 "You little she-devil!" he growled. "I will do morethan come near you, vixen. I will take you again—
now! And this time you can fight all you want, butdon't be surprised if I give you the same."

 She had expected him to circle the table, but whenhe started to climb over it, Bettina became alarmed.
She picked up the first object within her reach, one of the heavy instruments lying on the table. He
backedoff when he saw her intent, but Bettina was not merelythreatening him, she was out to do damage.
She threw the object at him, then quickly reached for another andanother, but he knocked the objects
aside with his hugearms.

 When the supply of weapons dwindled, Bettinapicked up the last two that would be of any use, thetwo
heavy tankards that they had drunk from earlier.She hurled them in quick succession, and, luckily, the
second one struck Tristan's head. He fell forward andlay completely still on the floor of the cabin.

 Bettina stared disbelievingly at his motionless body,but when she noticed the blood mingling with his
dark-gold hair, panic began to rise in her. She carefullyskirted his long, muscular body, and when she
wasout of his reach, she ran for the door. Swinging itwide open, she ran out onto the deck of the ship.

 She knew only that she had to escape the cabin,escape from the sight of the murder she'd done. Per­
haps she could hide, somehow find a weapon and forcethe crew to put her ashore. But before Bettina
had runten feet from the captain's cabin, a crewman caughther and pinned her against his foul-smelling
body.
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 "What's this?" he laughed, enjoying the feel of hernext to him. "The cap'n's wench out for a little walk?"

 "Yes, and you will pay dearly if you do not let mego!" Bettina said angrily. Perhaps she could use the
captain's power to gain what she needed, as long asthe crew didn't discover that he was dead.

 "Oh, will I now?" the man asked, but he releasedher just the same. "Do the cap'n know ye be on deck?"

 "Yes. He's—he's sleeping." She realized her mis­take too late.

 "Sleepin'! The cap'n don't sleep in the middle o'the day. What lies be ye tellin' me, girl?" the manasked
gruffly; then he looked up and called out. "Mr. Band'lar'. This wench says the cap'n be sleepin'."

 "Go and see if she speaks the truth, Davey."

 Bettina looked up and saw the big bulk of the firstofficer, who was standing on the gallery above her, as
another seaman ran toward the captain's cabin.

 "Thecapitaine said he did not wish to be disturbed!"Bettina said quickly, hearing the fear in her own
voice.

 "Do as I say, Davey!" Jules Bandelaire barked.

 What could she do now? The man who had grabbedher was also moving swiftly toward the open door
of the captain's cabin. Bettina looked about frantically,but she was suddenly surrounded by members of
the crew, who had come to gaze at her and see what theywere missing.

 The man called Davey had entered the cabin, butnow he appeared in the doorway, his face pale and
disbelieving. "She's killed 'im! She's killed Cap'n Tris­tan!"

 "Mother of God!" Jules bellowed and slammed hisfist down on the railing, causing it to crack sickeningly.

 Bettina dashed through the men who stood aroundher, but they were too shocked to notice—shocked
thata mere wisp of a girl could kill their captain. But es­cape was hopeless. Jules jumped down from the
gallery and grabbed Bettina's long braid, jerking her to a pain­ful stop. Slowly, he pulled her back until
his huge hand held her braid at the nape of her neck.

 "I want you to know, bitch, that you have killedthe only man I could call my friend. And for this you will
die the worst of deaths, by my hands and minealone!" He shoved her forward, and Bettina fell intothe
arms of two crewmen. "Tie her to the mainmastand stand by with water. This bitch will feel the fullweight
of the cat—until she is dead!" Jules stormed.His dark-brown eyes showed no mercy.

 "Mon Dieu!"Bettina gasped. Her face turned ashen.Aboard theWindsong, the man had mercifully
passed out soon after the whipping had begun, and had notregained consciousness. But she would be
revived withwater again and again. The captain's friend wouldmake sure she felt every bite of the lash
until shedied. "Please,monsieur! Shoot me instead, I beg you!"

 "You have killed the captain of this ship, who was also my friend. Shooting is too good for the likes of
you," Jules said, his voice filled with hate.

 Bettina struggled to break loose from the men whoheld her, but there was no escape. She was dragged
to the mainmast and tied securely, embracing it. Amoment later, someone ripped her beautiful velvet
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dress down the back. Then he ripped her shift andpulled it wide apart to reveal her entire soft-fleshed,
white back to the gaping sailors.

 Jules Bandelaire cracked the whip once in the air.Bettina jerked with fear, and before he could crack ita
second time, she fainted. But without noticing this,Jules lifted the whip high above the tender flesh ofher
back to begin her slow and painful death.

  

  

  

  

 What Tristan witnessed when he staggered from his cabin brought instant clarity to his jumbledthoughts,
and his familiar bellow could be heard inevery corner of the ship.

 "Hold!"

 Jules was stopped barely in time, and he turned to see Tristan coming toward him, holding one hand to
his aching head.

 "Mother of God! Have you gone mad, Jules," Tris­tan asked when he reached them, an angry scowl on
his face at the sight of Bettina's bared back.

 "God's truth, Tristan, I have never been more pleasedto see you! Davey, that fool of fools, said you
weredead—that the wench killed you!"

 Tristan grinned now, but only slightly, for his head was throbbing painfully. "Didn't it occur to you, old
friend, to check for yourself? If you had done so, youwould have found that the vixen merely rendered
meunconscious. Thank God I came to in time! Therewould have been hell to pay had you marred that
lovely back, for I'm not finished with this hellcat yet!" He turned to Davey. "Untie her! And the next time
youpronounce a man dead, make sure that he is. Had thelady come to harm, Davey, you would have
received the same punishment that my good friend here wasgoing to give her."

 "Aye, Cap'n," Davey replied weakly.

 When Bettina was released, Tristan lifted her limpbody in his arms and looked down at her serene face.
She would not be so still if she were awake, he musedthoughtfully.

 "Tristan, you can't mean to keep her in your cabinafter what she has done. You vowed to be careful,
andyet she got the better of you. I warned you that womendon't fight as men do. Next time, she may
succeedin killing you," Jules said worriedly.

 "Aye, she has vowed to do just that. I underesti­mated this one. I compared her to the meek, timidladies
I have known in the past. But I won't make thatmistake again."

 "What will you do, tie her up at night, or let hercut your throat while you sleep?" Jules asked.

 "I dont think she will try to kill me again, at leastnot while she's on my ship. She had the chance toend my
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life when I was unconscious and at her mercy—but she didn't."

 "No, because she thought you were dead already!"

 "How do you know that?"

 "When I told her I would take her life for takingyours, she only begged me to shoot her instead of using
the whip on her."

 "Very well, so she thought she had accomplished what she set out to do. But she has learned now what
the consequences would be. Thanks to you, old friend,I know that she has a deathly fear of the whip.
Didn'tshe faint before you laid one stroke?"

 "Aye."

 "Well, that's just the kind of information I needto put her where I want her."

 "You underestimated her once, Tristan. Don't do itagain. I love you as a son—as a brother. Don't make
a mistake with this wench."

 "She intrigues me, Jules. It would give me greatpleasure to tame this particular lady."

 "Lady! That vixen is no lady!"

 "Aye, she is a lady, gently reared. Where the hell­cat part comes from is a mystery I would like to solve.
She has a devil of a temper. Now find something for my head, for it's pounding like native drums. And
getthose men back to work."

 Tristan made his way back to his cabin with Bettina still sleeping in his arms. He laid her gently onhis
bed, then stood looking down at her for a fewmoments.

 Would she awaken still frightened, or with renewed fury at finding him alive? He hoped for the fury. He
wouldn't care to see this beauty cower before any man,not even himself. He would enjoy trying to break
herin what little time he would have her, but somehowhe knew that Bettina Verlaine could not be broken,
not as long as there was life in her. She could be madeto submit to him, but no one could break her will.

 Jules came into the room and surveyed the damagedinstruments on the floor with a shake of his head.
He picked up the two tankards, brought them to the table,and filled them with wine, wishing for
somethingstronger.

 Madeleine appeared in the doorway and looked anx­iously from the captain to her charge lying in his
bed, then back to the captain again. Jules cleared his throatand beckoned her to enter.

  

  

  

  

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


  

  

 "She said she is learned in ways of healing. I didn'tthink you would mind having her tend to your wound.
Her hands are delicate compared to my clumsy ones," Jules said to Tristan, who had sat down by the
table.

 "Very well, as long as this one doesn't wish to cut my throat, too."

 "That I would like to do,monsieur, but I will not,"Madeleine replied.

 Tristan chuckled softly. "At least you are honest,old woman. What is your name?"

 "Madeleine Daudet."

 "Well, Madeleine, did you witness what almost hap­pened to your lady?" Tristan asked quietly.

 "Yes,monsieur. I came on deck just before—before she fainted."

 "It is fortunate for her that you didn't cry out,"Tristan remarked, noting the woman's swollen lip thatshe
had bitten to still her screams. "Had you done so, Jules wouldn't have heard me stop the whipping, and
Bettina would have received at least two lashes before could have reached her."

 "Thank God you awoke when you did,monsieur,"Madeleine said. She bent over him and began to
cleanthe wound.

 "Then you know why my friend here was going top Bettina—in fact, to whip her to death?"

 "Yes, because the crew thought she had killed you.I tried to dissuade Bettina from trying to do you
harm,but she would not listen to me. Bettina has always beenheadstrong and determined, but never so
much as to­day."

 Tristan laughed, and glanced at the senseless girlin his bed. Then he turned back to Madeleine, his brows
knitted in thought.

 "Tell me about her. Where does this furious temperof hers come from? I would expect as much from a
street whore or a barmaid, but not a lady."
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 "Sheis a lady,monsieur," Madeleine replied indig­nantly. "But as a child she was denied what she most
wanted—her papa's love. This led to bursts of temperand defiance, and her papa sent her to a convent.
Shespent most of her life there."

 "Was she to be a nun?"

 "No, it was a school for girls."

 "And what did she learn at this convent—how topray?" he asked, with humor in his voice.

 "Of course she learned of God and His ways, butshe was also taught to read and write, to tend thesick
and wounded, to be gentle and loving, to controlher—" She stopped, realizing how ridiculous it wouldbe
to finish.

 Tristan laughed softly. "You were going to say tem­per, were you not? So Bettina wasn't a very good
stu­dent, eh?"

 "She was an excellent pupil," Madeleine said in de­fense of Bettina. "It is just that when she feels
intenselyabout something, she is blind to everything else. But Ihave not seen that happen since she was a
child. It wasonly her papa who could make her temper rise, but when she came home from school, she
was able tocontrol her emotions. In fact,monsieur, I have neverseen her so angry as she was today.
Bettina is kind and gentle by nature, just like her mama. When shefinally gave up trying to win the love of
her papa, shewas quite happy with life. Just her smile can makeothers feel as she does."

 "I have yet to see this smile or this kind and gentlenature," Tristan remarked.

 "You alone would know why,Capitaine. You have—have—"

 "Dishonored her? Yes, so I've been told."

 "You should not have touched her!" Madeleinesnapped angrily. "You had no right. But since youwere
determined to have her, it would have been bet­ter if you had not tricked her. She accepted her fateuntil
she learned you had deceived her."

 "I only wanted to avoid hurting her,madame. Butfell me, does she want to marry thiscomte? Is she in
love with him?" Tristan asked.

 "Her papa arranged the marriage. Bettina had nosay in the matter, but she must do what is expectedof
her. She knows this. As for love, you cannot lovea man you have never seen."

 "So she doesn't even know what her betrothed lookslike. Would I be safe in saying that I might be
deliver­ing her to some fat old goat whom she would prefernot to marry?"

 "No,Capitaine," Madeleine smiled. "The Comte deLambert is young and handsome. I have seen him."

 For some reason, this bothered Tristan. "Enoughof this now," he said. "I need some quiet to rid me ofthis
headache. See to the ship, Jules. If you need me, I'll be here—ah, resting."

 "Resting! If you want rest, you had better hopethe wench doesn't wake."

 Jules chuckled at his own words, then escorted Mad­eleine to the galley, where she should have gone to
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begin with. If she had done as Jules had instructedher, none of this would have happened, Tristan mused,
and Bettina would still believe his lie. But there wasno point in thinking about that now.

 Tristan poured more of the wine into his tankard,leaned back in the chair, and fixed his gaze on Bet­tina.
It would not take very long to reach Saint Martin,probably less than a week if the winds were favorable.
That wouldn't give him very much time to enjoy thisbeauty. In all his twenty-six years, he had never met a
woman as beautiful as Bettina Verlaine, nor one withsuch a maddening temper.

  

  

  

  

 BETTINA'S eyes fluttered open slowly, then wid­ened to enormous dimensions when she
remem­bered everything that had happened. She sat up quicklyand arched her back, but she could feel
no pain, just a slight draft on her bare flesh. What had happened?Why was she still alive?

 She trembled violently for a moment, rememberingthe awful sound of the whip cracking in the air. My
God! How had she possibly escaped that horribledeath? She must have fainted. Were they just waiting
for her to awaken before continuing? She had neveranticipated that they would whip her to death for kill­
ing the captain. She could endure anything—yes, any­ thing—except that excruciating torture.

 Why did I have to kill him? she thought miserably,covering her face with her hands. I would only have
had to endure a short time with thecapitaine; then Iwould have been free—free to enjoy a long life. It
would not have taken too long to forget about thisexperience, to be happy once again. Why did I jeopar­
dize my whole life just for revenge? After all, the manwasa pirate. I should have expected no more than
deceit and lies from him. Bettina moaned softly inher misery. What was going to happen now? Was the
first officer preparing an even more terrifying death forher? She must escape this cabin, she decided. She
would jump ship and end her life in the sea. She couldswim, but being so far from land, exhaustion or
sharks would soon claim her. Not exactly the way she wouldchoose to die, but a kinder death by far than
the lash.

 Without a second thought, Bettina pulled her legsover the side of the narrow bed and stood up. Thenshe
froze, and a small gasp escaped her soft lips. Hemust be a ghost, was her first thought. But as she stared
fearfully at him, she saw that his eyes were gleamingwith merriment, with devilry. His eyes were clear,
clear as the bright sky—hardly the eyes of a dead man.
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 The blood rushed to her face. She had failed! He was alive, and that was why she was here, unharmed.
Hehad been watching her without speaking since sheawoke, letting her suffer with doubt and anxiety.
Nowhe sat there facing her, his legs spread out before him,holding a tankard of wine on his hard, flat
middle.He was smiling. Smiling!

 Bettina stiffened as rage filled her. "You!" she man­aged to scream at him. "You should be dead! But I
will yet succeed, Tristan!"

 "Do you really long to feel the lash across yourtender flesh, Bettina?" he asked quietly. He set the
tankard back on the table.

 She paled visibly. Hadn't she just asked herselfwhy she had killed him? He was not worth that kindof
death.

 "I would know the answer, Bettina," Tristan saidmore loudly. "Are you willing to go through whatwould
have happened to you had I not come awake intime to stop it?"

 Her eyes were dark and fiery emeralds, caressing him with her hatred. There were other ways to take
revenge,and she would find one. But she would wait until shewas safe.

 "Answer me, blast it!" He slammed his huge fist onthe table, making her jump.

 "I have no wish to feel the lash, as you must know!"she said heatedly.

 He smiled at her reply. "Then I can be safe in shar­ing my cabin with you?"

 "I do not want to stay here! Surely you don't wishto keep me after what I attempted."

 "On the contrary, little one, I will enjoy your com­pany." He chuckled wickedly.

 "Then you will be safe from death,monsieur, butnot from harm!" she retorted angrily.

 "I think not, Bettina. Do you see this?" He pickedup the coiled whip he had placed on the table earlier."I
am not opposed to using it.""You wouldn't!"

 "Do you doubt it? Would you like a demonstration?""I am not your slave,monsieur. I will not obey
you!"Bettina replied furiously.

 "Won't you? Come here, Bettina," he commanded,clearly enjoying the game.

 "No, no, no!" She stamped her foot in defiance. "Iwill not come near—"

 Before she could say more, the coiled leather sailedthrough the air and bit into the thick folds of her vel­
vet skirt. Bettina jumped, and stared stupidly at thelong slash that revealed the white material of her shift
beneath the velvet. She looked up at Tristan slowly,her eyes wide and filled with terror. Did he miss
touching her skin on purpose, or was his aim bad? Shewould not tempt him to try again.

 Gathering her courage, Bettina moved to stand be­fore him. "What do you wish,monsieur?" she asked
haughtily.

 He burst out laughing. "What I want can wait. Are you hungry?'
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 She nodded reluctantly, and for the first time no­ticed the platter of food at the far end of the table.She
was famished.

 Walking past him to the other chair, Bettina sat downand started to eat. After a few moments, she
lookedup slowly and saw that Tristan was still watching her intently, an amused expression on his
bearded face.

 "Is it all right if I eat,monsieur, or do you wish tostarve me?" she asked sarcastically.

 He frowned. "Eat your fill, and then you will findout what I wish to do."

 Bettina ate with deliberate slowness, irritating Tris­tan further. But if she could annoy him in any way, any
way whatsoever, then she would do so. Just as long-asshe could get away with it.

 As she continued eating, she noticed that candles hadbeen lit in the room, and that it was dark outside
the small window at the foot of the bed. Well, now thatnight had fallen, she could at least insist that it be
dark in the room if he was going to rape her again.She couldn't bear the indignity of him staring at her
unclad body as he had earlier. She wondered briefly where she would sleep, for no doubt the beast
wouldnot give up his bed when he finished with her. But what was she thinking about? She would not let
himrape her again.

 "Finish your meal now, Bettina, or you can gowithout it, for I'm tired of waiting."

 "Waiting for what,monsieur?" Bettina feigned in  nocence. "You raped me once. Surely you do not in­
tend to do so twice in the same day?"

 His devilish grin was her answer. Bettina jumped upand ran for the door, but the crack of the whip inthe
air halted her.

 "Come here, Bettina!"

 She felt panic rising in her again, but fear of whathe might do made her obey. She turned and walked
toward him slowly. When she reached him, he took her hand and pulled her closer until she stood
between hisknees. Then, without warning, Tristan reached up,grabbed her dress at the shoulders, and
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yanked it downto her waist.

 Bettina gasped and drew back her hand to strikehim, but he caught both her hands and twisted them
behind her back, bringing her unclad breasts close tohis face.

 "You are hurting me!" she cried, trying to pull free.

 "Don't you want to hurt me?" he asked, but he re­leased her arms. "I know that you wish to fight me,
Bettina, but know now that I will not allow it. Forevery time you strike me, you will receive ten lashes.
For the slightest resistance, you will receive five lashes.Do you understand me?"

 Damn him! Again he would deny her the satisfac­tion of opposing him. If she was to be raped, why
couldn't she at least fight for her honor like other wom­en? But he would not allow her to. It was unbear­
able, for she would have to submit to this man as ifshe were willing.

 "Will you fight me, Bettina?" he asked her quietly, his soft blue eyes looking into her deep green ones.

 "You must fear that you are no match for me ifyou have to threaten me to ensure your own safety.Are
you afraid of me,Capitaine, because I was ableto best you this afternoon?" she asked sarcastically,
pleased to note the narrowing of his eyes. "What would your crew think if they knew you couldn't handle
amere girl?"

 "Your ploy has not worked, Bettina, though it wasa good try. When I can avoid conflict, I do so. I avoid
possible injuries and pain, and leave room only forpleasure."

 "And what of the anguish of my mind? I wouldrather suffer a bruised and swollen face, even broken
bones, than let you rape me without resistance. It isyou who are afraid of the injuries that I might inflicton
you if you were to remove your threats."

 "Again a good try, little one, but the threats willremain. Now, you have wasted enough time trying tobait
me. Remove the rest of your clothing and be quickabout it."

 "I will not! I won't make this easy for you!" she criedindignantly.

 "Do you want me to rip your dress completely apart?"Tristan asked.

 "Oh, I hate you!" she fumed, but she removed hergarments just the same. She reddened as she stood
before him, completely unprotected from his lustfulgaze. "If I must suffer this indignity, Tristan, at leastlet
me do so in the dark."

 "You have nothing worth hiding, little one."

 "Please!"

 "No!" he replied sharply.

 "You are cruel beyond reason,monsieur."

 "You may think so now, but were I to keep youfor my own, then you would change your opinion ofme,"
he said. "You would look forward to my takingyou in my arms. Although you didn't reach fulfillment
when we made love the first time, you can't deny youenjoyed the feeling I gave you."
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 "You—you are insane! Your touch sickens me!"

 "You wanted to kill me for lying to you, Bettina, butnow you are not speaking the truth. Shall I prove itto
you?"

 Without waiting for her to answer, Tristan grabbedher around the waist and pulled her forward until his
parted lips covered the tip of one rounded breast. Bettina gasped instantly and put her hands on his
shouldersto push him away. But he tightened the grip on herwaist until she stopped. His mouth, now
moving fromone breast to the other, was like wildfire, searing her to her very soul. Tristan continued with
his play, suck­ing, teasing, nibbling softly at her breasts, until Bettina thought she would cry out with the
pleasure she felt.Her entire body was aware of his lips, branding herwith the truth of his words. But then
he stopped.

 Bettina knew what this was leading to. She beganto panic again as Tristan stood up and removed his
clothing. He had said that she didn't reach fulfillmentbefore. Was there a greater pleasure to making love?
And if there was, would she experience it this time—would he know if she did? No! It couldn't
happen—she couldn't bear it. It would be too humiliating if heknew he gave her pleasure. If she couldn't
fight himphysically, she must at least fight the pleasure he couldgive her.

 Tristan picked her up and carried her to the bed,then lay down beside her. His lips found hers, and he
kissed her hungrily, demanding a response that shewouldn't give. She searched her mind to find some­
thing—anything—to make him angry and make himfinish with her quickly.

 His hand brushed across her breasts, caressed herbelly, and moved lower.

 "Tristan!" she cried out, shocked. "I am not a wom­an of easy virtue who longs to have your fingers ex­
plore her body. I am a lady,monsieur, and you disgustme!" she hissed, her voice filled with contempt.

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "By the saints, vixen, you tempt me to throw you tothe sharks!" he growled angrily.

 "Better that they feed on my body than you!"

 "Your sharp tongue will deny you much, Bettina."

 With that, he climbed on top of her and enteredher quickly, and a bit painfully. He rode her hard, with
deep, penetrating thrusts, and despite Bettina's desireto resist, a growing, unbelievable pleasure began to
spread through her body, until it was cut short byTristan's final deep thrust.
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 Bettina felt like screaming when he relaxed on her,exhausted. A minute passed, then two, but Tristan
didn't move.

 "I wish to get up," she said coldly.

 He leaned on his elbows and stared down at her."Why?" he inquired softly.

 "I would like to go to sleep, if you don't mind. So
will you please let me up?"       '

 "You don't make sense, Bettina. If you wish to sleep,then do so."

 "I realize that you are no gentleman, and that youwould not give up your bed for a lady, so—"

 "On that count you are right," he interrupted her."But I need not give up my bed when I intend to share
it."

 "No!" she cried, trying to push him from her, butit was like trying to move an iron man. "I refuse toshare
this bed with you, Tristan. It is bad enough that I have to suffer your—your mauling and raping mybody,
but I will not share your bed!"

 "And if I insist?"

 "You will not!" she fumed.

 "Ah, but I do insist, little one," he returned, withan amused smile curling his lips.

 "Don't you know how much I detest you?" shehissed as she squirmed to get out from beneath him. "I
cannot stand to be near you. Now release me!"

  

  

  

 "If you don't stop wiggling, you will be raped athird time this day. Would you prefer that to sharingmy
bed?" he asked, his eyes gleaming with devilry.

 Bettina froze, fearing even to breathe. She could feelhim growing inside her, and her eyes widened. They
were deep pools of green, pleading silently with himfor mercy.

 "What is your answer? Will you share my bed?"

 "As with everything else, you leave me no choice.But your weight is unbearable, Tristan. I cannot pos­
sibly sleep this way."

 "I will concede you that, but nothing more."

 With that, he rolled to her side, and Bettina quicklyyanked the covers over her and faced the wall,
gettingas close to it as she possibly could. She heard himlaugh softly, but he soon fell asleep.
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 Oh God, how she hated him! He could just fallasleep, as if this day had been no different from any other.
While she—she wanted to scream. If someonehad told her yesterday that she would fall into thehands of
a ruthless pirate, she would have laughedhysterically. But now—now that she had been raped, not once
but twice in the same day by this giant of aman, now that she was no longer innocent and suitablefor
marriage, she couldn't even cry. Tears would freeher of some of this anguish. But she was too angry to
cry.

 Tristan, beast that he was, enjoyed having her in his power. Well, it would not be for too long. Oncehe
set her free and she was no longer at his mercy,she would find a way to take revenge against him.

 She could hire a ship, a mightier ship than his, andblow him oil the seas. Yes, even if she couldn't cut his
throat with her own hands, she would still bring abouthis death. The Comte de Lambert would help her.
Ofcourse, thecomte might not want to marry her anymore. Well, if he didn't, then she would just have to
find another way. But she would not rest until she had sent Tristan to hell. And with that thought, Bettina
finally slept.

  

  

  

  

 BETTINA awoke suddenly. She had been dreamingabout Tristan, and her first thought was whata
horrible nightmare she'd had. But when she lookedaround her and saw where she was, she knew it
hadn'tbeen a nightmare.

 It was all true. She was actually on a pirate ship. She was actually at the mercy of a man she knew
nothingabout, a man who enjoyed having her in his power. And he did enjoy it. She had seen it in his
eyes, heard itin his tone of voice. He was a man who cared onlyabout his own desires, and nothing about
her feelings.

 With a sigh of hopelessness, Bettina threw off thecovers and sat on the edge of the narrow bed. She saw
her violet dress lying in a heap by the table, and re­alized that she had slept without any clothes. In all her
nineteen years, she could not remember once going tobed without a nightdress on.

  

  

   .

  

  

  

 She looked about the small room, hoping to findsomething to wear besides her torn shift and dress, and
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saw a beautiful, hand carved wooden chest standingagainst one wall. She went to this, instinctively
knowing that it contained the captain's clothes, and opened it.Her first impulse was to rip the contents to
shreds,but she quickly shook off that notion. She could wellguess what the consequences would be. She
carefullysorted through the clothes, hoping to find a robe of some kind, but had to settle for a light-blue
silk shirt.

 Bettina slipped it on over her head, and found that the deep, open collar partially revealed her taut young
breasts. The hem of the shirt did not reach her knees,but she decided against wearing any of Tristan's
breeches. The man was just too big. She would have tofind a needle and thread to repair her dress
before Tris­tan returned.

 As Bettina started to rummage through the rest ofthe cabin, she was stopped short by a knock at the
door.Her first thought was to find something to cover herexposed legs, for she feared it was Tristan or
one of hiscrewmen, but she relaxed when Madeleine came intothe room. She was carrying a small tray of
food that sheset down on the table.

 "Are you all right, Bettina?" Madeleine asked. "Iwas so worried that thecapitaine might do you harm."

 "He didn't beat me, as you can see," Bettina an­swered, feeling her temper rise once again. "This Tris­
tan exacts his revenge in a much more subtle way."

 "I don't understand."

 "Of course you do!" Bettina snapped angrily, butfelt ashamed when she saw the stricken look on her
servant's face. "I'm sorry. You see, thecapitaine hasthreatened to whip me if I resist or disobey him in
anyway. He gives me no choice but to submit as if I were willing. I cannot stand it! I want to fight him,
but I fearthe whip more than anything else."

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Oh, I am relieved to hear this, my pet."

 "How can you say that, Maddy?" Bettina asked, startled. "How can you be relieved that I must submitto
that—thatmonster?"

 "I simply don't want you injured," Madeleine saidin a hurt voice. "I would do anything to prevent that
man from taking you, Bettina, but there is nothing I cando. There is nothing you can do, either."

 "I could do something if he had not threatened towhip me."

 "Yes, and that is why I'm relieved, Bettina. I knowyour temper. I remember the time you fought the
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stable-boy when you were a little girl playing at being theboy your papa wanted. The boy teased you,
and youwould not give up until you had thrown him to theground. I know you well, my pet, but neither of
us knows thisCapitaine Tristan. I have no doubt that hewould harm you if you tried to fight him."

 "I do not care about that!" Bettina snapped.

 Madeleine sighed. "I wish your first time with a mancould have been happier. But the damage is done,
Bettina. The scars of the mind will eventually heal andbe forgotten. But scars on your body would be
there forever to remind you of this unpleasant experience."

 "Unpleasant! You are too kind," Bettina declared."Terror-filled or nightmarish, yes, but unpleasant—this
could hardly be called just an unpleasant experi­ence."

 "But that is all it is, an experience that you are goingthrough. It will all be over soon, and then you will
marry thecomte, and—"

 "Will I?" Bettina said skeptically.

 "But of course you will."

 "What if the Comte de Lambert doesn't want tomarry me when he learns that I have been dishonored?
And worse, what if he will not pay the ransom? Whatwill happen to us then?"

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "You must stop thinking like this, Bettina. Thecomteis a Frenchman. It is a matter of honor. He willpay
the ransom, and he will also marry you. Now come and eat your food before it is cold."

 Bettina supposed Madeleine was right. There wouldbe time to worry about thecomte later. Her main
con­cern now was the captain, and how to avoid a repeti­tion of his lovemaking.

 Madeleine had brought two bowls of thick bean soup,and they ate in silence. Bettina finished first and
leanedback in her chair to study Madeleine's face. Her oldnurse looked tired.

 "You must forgive me, Maddy. I have been so caughtup in my own self-pity, I did not even think to ask
how you fared. Are you being taken care of? Do youhave a place to sleep?"

 Madeleine looked up and smiled. "You have no needto worry about me, my pet. I have nothing to fear
from these men as long as they appreciate my cooking."

 "Your cooking? Did you prepare this soup?"
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 "I did." Madeleine chuckled. "They have made me their temporary cook. I do not mind, for it gives me
something to do. There is not much to work with in thegalley, but I can turn out a better meal than that
foolof a lad I replaced."

 "I am sure you can, Maddy."

 "And the first officer vacated his cabin for me, soI have a place to sleep."

 Bettina shivered at the mention of the big man whohad wanted to whip her to death.

 "You must not judge Jules by what happened yes­terday," Madeleine said. "I dined with him last night,
and he does not seem to be such a bad man."

 "But he wanted to kill me. And he would have if—" Bettina stopped. She hated to admit that Tristan had
saved her from that horrible fate.

 "Yes, he would have killed you," Madeleine said.

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "And if he had, then I would have tried to kill him.Don't you see, Bettina? Given the same circumstances,
you or I would have reacted the same way. Julesthought you had killed his friend. He told me last night
that Tristan is like a son to him, or more like a brother, for they are only ten years apart in age. Tristan
lost his parents when he was but a boy, and Jules tookhim in and raised him. They have been together
eversince. They are close, very close. Would you not have acted the same way as Jules if you thought
someoneyou cared for had been killed?"

 "I suppose so," Bettina answered grudgingly. Sheknew Madeleine was right, but this Jules still frightened
her.

 "Fate put us at the mercy of these men," Madeleinecontinued. "And that is what we must
remember—weareat their mercy. I still fear that you will do thisTristan harm, and then Jules will—"

 "No, I will not try to kill him again. At least, not until we are safe."

 "What do you mean?"

 "I will still have revenge. Tristan dishonored me,lied to me—tricked me!"

 "But Bettina, he is a pirate. A battle was fought,and our ship lost. Thecapitaine wants you, and tohis

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


way of thinking, he has a right to you as the spoilsof that battle. These pirates could still kill us if they
chose to, and they probably would if it were not forthe ransom," Madeleine said.

 "I suppose you are right."

 "So you must not antagonize thecapitaine, for healone holds your life in his hands."

 "But I hate him! I will see him dead!" Bettina re­plied heatedly.

 "Bettina, what is the matter with you? You usuallyaccept a situation when it is inevitable. Why don't you
try to make the best of it? It will not be for very long."

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "One day is too long to be in that man's power. Heis an arrogant beast! He enjoys humiliating me."

 "Bettina, please! You have much to live for when this is over. Do not jeopardize your life!"

 "Don't worry about me, Maddy."

 "How can I not worry about you when you talk likethat! This Tristan spared the crew of theWindsong,
which was merciful indeed, but he might kill you yetif you anger him. You don't know—"

 "What do you mean he spared the crew?" Bettinainterrupted. "He killed them, murdered them all!"

 "You must have seen that was not so, Bettina,"Madeleine said.

 "I saw—I saw nothing," she admitted reluctantly. "Icould not bear to look as I was led across the deck.I
assumed they were all dead."

 "They were not. I saw them breathing. Many were unconscious, and most were wounded, but I don't
thinkany were actually dead."

 "Why would he allow them to live?"

 "I don't know, love. I thought it strange at the time.Pirates are supposed to be cutthroats who kill easily
for pleasure or gain."

 "They are still robbers, and they attacked theWind-song,didn't they? Maybe Tristan was in a lenient
mood yesterday, but he is still a pirate, and I will see him dead for what he has done to me."
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 "Ah, Bettina," Madeleine sighed. "Why could younot be more like your gentle mama? Accept the truth
that men rule this world and we women have no say.It would be much easier for you if you did. Just as
you had to obey your papa's orders at home, nowyou must obey this Tristan. And when you marry, you
must obey thecomte. Men have a way of punishingus women when we do not comply with their wishes.
Did you not learn that when you were young and de­fiant? You were sent away to school, when it was
yourmama's wish to keep you at home. Your papa punished you both by sending you away. Have you
not learnedfrom your mistakes?"

 "But that was different."

 "Yes, I suppose it was. A male relative legally rulesyour life. This Tristan is not a relative, but you are
under his power now, and the laws of society are nothere to prevent his harming you. Just remember
that, my pet, for your own sake. Give up this revenge you speak of."

 "I have said I will not kill him until we are safe,but then I will find a way."

 Madeleine let it go at that. There was no point in trying to talk sense into Bettina when she felt this
strongly.

 "I must go now to prepare the noon meal." Made­leine reached into her pocket and pulled out a needle
and thread. "I obtained these so you could repair yourdress. I would do it for you, but I think you need
something to do."

 "Yes. And thank you, Maddy. You always think ofeverything."

 "Not everything, or I would have thought of a wayto keep that man from you."

 "I will think of a way myself," Bettina returned.

 Madeleine shook her head and got up to leave. "Iwill return later, Bettina, if I can. I may be too busy,
though, if the new supplies thecapitaine promised ar­rive this afternoon."

 "What new supplies?" Bettina asked m surprise.

 "The ones Jules went ashore to purchase. He leftthh morning."

 "He went ashore!" Bettina exclaimed. "Then we arenear land?"

 "I thought you knew. The ship dropped anchor in themiddle of the night. We are in the port of Tortola."

 Bettina finally noticed the stillness of the ship. Afterbeing at sea for so long, she should have known im­
mediately upon waking that the ship was not moving,but her tumultuous thoughts had kept her from notic­
ing.

 "Now we can escape!" Bettina said quickly, excite­ment rising in her voice.

 "That is impossible, Bettina. We would need aboat, for the ship is far from shore. And the crewhas
taken them all."

 "We can swim!"
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 "I—I do not know how," Madeleine admitted re­luctantly.

 "Oh, Maddy," Bettina nearly cried. Then her hopesrose again. "I will go alone. I will bring back the au­
thorities, and these pirates will be arrested and hanged.We will be free!"

 "It is a good thought, my pet, but it would neverwork. Thecapitaine is still on the ship. He would never
let you escape."

 Bettina's hopes were shattered with those few sim­ple words.

  

  

  

  

 I

 T’was a decidedly long day, or so it seemed to Bettina. After she finished repairing her dress and shift,
she busied herself with putting the cabin in order. She noticed that the daggers and the whip were gone,
but she had expected that. She stacked the captain's books, all of them dealing with the sea and of no
interest toher. Then she found places to put all the odds and ends,so that when she was finished, it
looked like a com­ pletely different room. But this didn't take very long,and soon she was pacing the
floor in want of something to do.

 She decided to leave the cabin for a breath of freshair and to have a look at the island where they were
anchored. But as soon as she stepped out of the room,a burly fellow shouted that she was not allowed
ondeck. The man looked too mean to argue with, so shewent back into her temporary prison and
slammed thedoor shut.

 With nothing to do, Bettina tried to sleep, but the room was too stuffy. She tried to open the small win­
dow, but it was stuck and wouldn't budge. She longedto stand on the deck and let the cool breeze whisk
through her hair. But no, this was not allowed, by thecaptain's order, she was sure. The idea that she
might try to escape must have crossed Tristan's mind.

 Bettina still intended to escape, though, and as shemoved restlessly about the cabin during the day, an
idea slowly formed in her mind, giving her new hope.

 Bettina got up to light the candles when the cabindarkened with the approach of night. The cool nightair
caressed her cheek, and she turned to see Tristanstanding in the open doorway.

 "Did you miss me, little one?" he asked, a hint oflaughter in his voice.

 She backed away from him when he closed the door and started unwinding the whip that was wrapped
abouthis chest, the handle hanging over one shoulder.

 "You haven't answered me."

 "If I never laid eyes on you again, I would be thehappiest woman alive."
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 "I'm glad to see you are still your sweet self," he saidsarcastically.

 "And you, I see, are still a coward. You are afraidto be in the same room with me unless you have your
whip for protection!" Bettina snapped, gaining couragefrom her mounting anger.

 Tristan smiled at her and dropped the whip on thetable. "I will soon prove that I don't need this whipto
tame you."

 Bettina did not understand him. But when the knock came at the door, she soon forgot about it. A young
cabinboy brought in a large platter of food and put it onthe table. He glanced shyly at Bettina before
quicklydeparting, leaving her alone with the captain once again.

 They ate in silence, and Bettina kept her eyes onher food. She knew that Tristan was watching her. She
again took as much time as possible to finish the meal,but he did not seem to mind this time. Perhaps he
wastired, she thought hopefully, and he would not demandanything of her tonight.

 "Would you like to go for a walk?"

 Bettina looked up at him, and met his smiling blueeyes.

 "I wanted to go out today, when it was so hot inhere. Why was I not allowed to do so?" Bettina asked,
trying to keep her voice calm.

 "Because I don't want you on deck during the day,"he returned.

 "But why? On theWindsong I had to stay below toavoid tempting the crew. But your crew has gone
ashoreand there would be no one to see me if I ventured ondeck. Are you afraid I will escape,
Capitaine?" sheasked saucily.

 "No, you will not escape, Bettina, so put the thoughtfrom your mind. Even if you managed to reach the
shore, you would have nowhere to go. I would find you."

 "Then why must I stay in your cabin? At least letme have the freedom of your ship while your crew is
gone. There can be no harm in that."

 "Not all of my crew has gone ashore, Bettina. Andthere are many ships in the harbor. The docks are
swarming with men. I would prefer it if you were notseen aboard my ship."

 "Are you afraid I will be rescued and you will behanged for the pirate you are?" she asked.

 "Hardly that, little one," he smiled. "But some low-life slave trader could sneak aboard my ship at night
and steal you away. Your fate would be much worsethan it is now."

 "I doubt it could be worse,Capitaine," she replied,throwing him a contemptuous glance. "Very well,
then. How long will you be in this port?"

 "Not long. Another day or so."

 "And from here you sail to Saint Martin?"
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 "Yes."

 "Then, once you sail, can I have—"

 "No!" He cut her off, anticipating her question. "Youare too much of a temptation, Bettina."

 "That is ridiculous. I am no different from any otherwoman, and your men will surely have had their fill by
the time they return."

 "Yes, they will be sated and quite content with them­selves. But if you were allowed on deck each day,
trouble would arise. You are very desirable, Bettina, and I will not have my men tempted by the sight of
you."

 "Your men have already seen me."

 "Yes, and they know that you are mine. They willremember that you are beautiful, and they will saythe
captain is a lucky man. But if they were to see youevery day, some might risk death to have you."

 "What death?"

 "I do not share my women, Bettina. I will kill anyman who touches you," he said.

 Bettina shivered, remembering the man who had al­most died on theWindsong because of her. But it
didn'tmatter, because she wouldn't be on this ship tomorrow.She was just stalling for time, for she still
had to con­tend with Tristan this night.

 "You are being unreasonable,Capitaine. I havenothing to do in your cabin. Your books do not interest
me, I have nothing to do with my hands, and it is un­bearably hot in this room. Could I at least leave the
cabin for a little while during the day? You couldwatch me."

 Tristan sighed and leaned back in his chair. "I havea ship to run. I can't concentrate on my ship and
worryabout you at the same time. If you are in my cabin, Iknow you are safe. Besides, whether I watch
you ornot does not keep you from the sight of my crew. Asfor the heat, you need only open the
window."

 "Your window,Capitaine, is stuck," she repliedflippantly.

 Tristan got up, walked to the window, and openedit quite easily. "It seems you are not as strong as you
like to think, little one. Now, would you like that walk?"

 Without answering him, Bettina rose and left thecabin. She didn't wait for Tristan, but walked ahead of
him until she reached the railings on the foredeck. She;stood there, mesmerized by the beauty of the full,
bril liant, tropical moon hanging above the horizon, lightingthe black water. The sea was calm, and a cool
breezeruffled Bettina's hair, relaxing her.

 The island in the near distance was bathed in moon­light. Bettina could see the outline of tall, exotic
moun­tains in the background, but the town in front of hercould have been a port anywhere in the world.
Shesaw none of the tropical beauty she had expected to findin the New World. But of course it was
night, and all she could see were the buildings that lined the dock.

 It was a beautiful, warm night—a night made forlove. She knew that she could look forward to many
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such nights when she reached Saint Martin, and shehoped that she would find love there—love that could
make her forget this nightmare she was living.

 She felt Tristan's presence behind her. Looking down,she saw his hands clutching the railing on both
sidesof her, leaving her no way to escape. He was standingso close that his body was touching hers, and
then shefelt his lips brush against her neck. Gooseflesh spreaddown her back, making her whole body
tingle, and sherealized that she must break this mood before he wentany further.

 "Why did you let me believe that you had killed allof theWindsong's crew?"

 He laughed softly and wrapped his arms about herwaist, pressing her even closer to him.

 "You wanted to believe the worst about me, and Isaw no reason to deny you that satisfaction, since it
was all you had. I'm sorry to disappoint you, but I'mnot the cutthroat you thought I was."

 "But you are a pirate!" she exclaimed, turning aroundto face him.

 "Not exactly. Again I must disappoint you. I am aprivateer under the sanction of England. I prey onlyon
Spanish vessels, as I told you—plate ships carrying gold back to Spain. Do you know how the Spanish
gettheir gold, Bettina?" Tristan asked, his voice suddenlycold. "By the death of men, women, and
children. TheSpanish enslaved the natives of the conquered Carib­ bean islands, and they starved and
beat them to deathbecause they didn't work fast enough. And when the native Indians were
exterminated, the Spanish broughtin black slaves and treated them no better. I have no love for Spain,
and I enjoy taking her gold and giving itto England. You may be surprised to learn that there are French
buccaneers who do the same thing, and give the gold to France."

 "You lie! All you ever do is lie. If you prey only onthe Spanish, why did you attack theWindsong?"

 "I intended to board her and speak with you, orbargain with the captain to learn where you werebeing
taken. TheWindsong fired first, and I have nevei run from a fight, Bettina. However, since the battle was
on, I gave the order to avoid killing. I boarded theship, took you, and left."

 "But that is piracy!"

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "That is the result of a battle."

 "You didn't have to rape me,Capitaine!"

 "No, I didn't. But you are just too tempting, littleone. I'm afraid I don't have the will to resist you."He
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sounded as if he were teasing her. Then he pulledher to him and his lips crushed down on hers. Whenshe
tried to push him away, he only pressed her closer, molding her body against his. She could feel his
desire,and she knew what this kiss would lead to. What couldshe do this time? How could she fight the
pleasurethat was already creeping through her body?

 Tristan released her suddenly, and Bettina fell backagainst the rail, breathing heavily. She stared at his
amused expression, clearly illuminated by the moon­light, and became furious that he could play on her
senses so easily.

 "Come," he said, taking her hand and pulling her be­hind him as he walked back to his cabin.

 Inside the privacy of the small cabin, Tristan closedthe door, and Bettina ran to the opposite side of the
long table. Seeing the accursed whip lying there, shepicked it up and threw it out the open window. With
this done, she turned to face Tristan defiantly.

 But he was obviously amused. "You're not planningon resisting me, are you, little one? I have thought
aboutthis moment all day." His soft blue eyes met and heldher dark-green ones. "Remove your dress,
Bettina. The time has come."

 What can I do? Bettina thought wretchedly. I amsuch a coward! I fear the whip more than death itself.I
should have jumped ship today, but it is too late now.

 "Now!" Tristan bellowed.

 She screamed her anger and frustration at him. She ripped her mended dress open again, then yanked
thesleeves off, tearing the dress further. She pulled her shiftover her head and threw it at Tristan. Then
she wentto the bed and waited.

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Tristan undresed quickly and came to her. When helay down beside her, she looked at him wildly, her
green eyes wide and filled with flame.

 "I hate you, Tristan, with all my being. I loathe your touch, so if you must rape me, then be quickabout
it," Bettina hissed.

 But he paid her no mind. "Not tonight, Bettina.Tonight you will discover the joys of being a woman."

 "Your pride is great,monsieur." She laughed bitter­ly. "It would take a better man than you to teach me
those joys."
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 When his face darkened, she knew that her gibe hadworked. He spread her legs and entered her
cruelly,but she welcomed the pain. This time she was too dis­ traught to feel any pleasure, and only when
he finishedwith her did she relax.

 "Why do you do this to yourself, Bettina? Why doyou deny yourself the pleasure I can give you?"

 She opened her eyes to see him staring down at her,and she realized that the danger was not yet over.

 "I deny myself nothing. I merely spoke the truth,"she returned, her tone full of contempt.

 "You're a witch."

 "And you,monsieur, are the Devil incarnate."

 The room filled with his laughter. "If I am, then we make a good pair, you and I."

 He left the bed and put on his breeches, then poured wine into his tankard. Before he drank, he bent
down,picked up her dress, and laid it over the chair.

 "You will have to take better care of your clothes, little one. You would not look so appealing wearing
mine."

 "I have other dresses," she replied tartly.

 "Do you? And where might they be?"

 "In my trunks, of course."

 "No trunks were brought aboard my ship, Bettina.Only you, your servant, and your dowry."

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Her eyes opened wide. "You are lying to me again!"

 "Why should I lie about this?"

 "But my trousseau was in one of those trunks!"she yelled at him.

 "I'm sure your future husband will purchase youanother trousseau."

 "But I don't want another one!" She felt the tears coming, but she couldn't stop them. "I worked for a
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month on my wedding dress. It was a beautiful gownand you—you—" She burst into tears, hiding her
facein the pillow.

 "Mother of God! You don't cry over your loss ofvirginity, but you cry over a lost dress. Blast all women
and their tears!" Tristan grabbed his shirt and stalked from the cabin, slamming the door as he left.

 I

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

  Bettinalay on the narrow bed, silently counting the minutes as they passed. At least three hourshad gone
by since she stopped crying. Crying was sucha foolish thing to do. Only weak women spilled tears, or
those who would play on another's sympathy. But she was not weak, and she vowed she would never let
a man see her cry again.

 Her tears had ruined her plans and made Tristanstorm from the cabin. He had not yet returned, andshe
had no way of knowing if he would or not. He couldhave gone ashore, he could be sleeping elsewhere,
butshe couldn't leave until she knew exactly where he was.He must return to the cabin!

 Another hour passed, and then two more, but shewas still alone. It was well after midnight now, and
Bettina was finding it increasingly hard to keep hereyes open, but couldn't get up and pace to ward offthe
drowsiness. She had to appear to be sleeping whenand if Tristan did return.

 When the door to the cabin finally opened, Bettinaclosed her eyes and lay perfectly still. The room wasin
darkness, with only a tiny sliver of moonlight spillingin through the window. She couldn't see Tristan, but
she could hear him as he stumbled toward the bed, mumbling a curse when he bumped into the table. A
moment later, he dropped down on the bed besideher, his arm feeling like a heavy board as it fell across
her chest, making her gasp. But he didn't seem to hearher.

 The fumes of liquor hit Bettina in the face, and shesmiled to herself. This was better than she had hoped
for. He was already asleep, would sleep like a log forwhat remained of the night, and would probably still
be sleeping when she brought the authorities back toarrest him.

 Bettina carefully lifted his arm off her, then quicklyscooted to the end of the bed, rather than risk
crawlingover him. She went straight to Tristan's chest of clothesand took out the two articles she had laid
on topof the others.

 She had decided earlier that she would have to wear-his clothes, for her velvet dress would be too
heavyand cumbersome to swim in. She had picked out thedarkest colors he had, so it would be less easy
to seeher.
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 She braided and tucked her pale hair underneaththe bulky blue shirt. And to hide the top of her head,she
was forced to take the one hat Tristan had. It waswide-brimmed, with a sweeping plume, a hat that was
definitely in fashion but that she could hardly pictureTristan wearing. This sort of hat was worn by gentle­
men with long, fashionable curls, and short-haired Tris­tan was no gentleman.

 She secured the baggy black breeches about her waistwith a strip of material she had torn from her shift,
andshe was ready to go.

 She knew she must look utterly ridiculous, but therewas nothing else she could do. She opened the
door,carefully closed it behind her, and nearly despairedwhen she saw how light it was outside. The
moon lit everything as plainly as if it were only late afternoon.

 She hated to leave the shadow of the wall behind her,but she had to find a way to climb down the ship's
sideand escape quietly. It would be easier to run for the railing and jump, but someone would surely hear
herhit the water, and that wouldn't do.

 Scanning the deck, Bettina could see no one. Allwas silent. Someone was probably standing watch, but
she could only pray they wouldn't see her. She movedaway from the wall very slowly, but then a sudden
panic gripped her and she darted to the railing. She looked about frantically, and saw a rope ladder
strung over the side of the ship, which must have been leftthere by the shore parties. A few moments
later, sheslid easily into the warm black water.

 It took her over thirty minutes to swim to the piers, what with circling around the other ships in the
harbor.and continually having to retrieve Tristan's hat. Bythe time she found a wooden ladder that
climbed to thedock, she was exhausted. Her arms felt like dead weights, and she knew she would be
aching all overin a few hours. But it was all worth it just to see Tristan hang, and she wouldn't budge from
this island until the governing authorities sent him on his way to hell.

 Bettina wanted to laugh aloud at that thought, but in­stead she stared out into the harbor at Tristan's ship.
She could see the deck clearly, even from this distance,but no shadow moved, all was still, and she was
stillsafe. She turned and faced the town, then shivered slightly. It was just as still, and she stood alone on
thedock. But floating through the air came the faint soundof music to mix with the quiet lapping of the
waves behind her. She walked toward the music, hoping to find people who could direct her to the
authorities.

 As the music became louder, Bettina could hear thesounds of drunken revelry accompanying it, and she
stopped short when she saw the lighted tavern. A pud­dle of water from her sodden clothing formed
aroundher bare feet while she weighed her problem. It was possible that some of Tristan's crew would
be in thattavern. If she walked in, they might not recognize her,dressed as she was, but she couldn't take
that risk. Thenagain, she had to find help, and there was no one onthe street except herself. If she went
into the tavern andwas recognized, she could always run.

 Bettina walked up and down the street, trying tocome to a definite decision. She kept hoping someone
would come out of the tavern, or that she would runinto someone on the street, anyone she could seek
helpfrom. But no one appeared. She could find herself analley to hide in and wait until morning, when the
streetswould be crowded with people, but by then Tristan might have his whole crew out looking for her.
Andbesides, she wanted to take the law back to the shipbefore Madeleine awoke and started to worry
about her.

 Slowly, Bettina edged over to the open door of thetavern. She stood to one side and scanned the room
nervously to see if she recognized any of Tristan's crew.But it was impossible to tell. There were so many
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menwith their backs to her, and others were sleeping withtheir heads on the tables. There were women in
theroom also, barmaids serving drinks, whom the men apparently regarded as fair game for fondling and
pinching.

 Bettina was repelled by the foul odor that was heavyin the air, even outside the door, but she knew she
hadto walk into the tavern if she were going to find help.She walked quickly to the nearest table, where
threemen were avidly playing some sort of game with smallsticks.

 "Monsieur,"she ventured, but not one of the menlooked up at her."Monsieur, I seek agendarme."

 "Speak English, will ye?" one of them said. Heglanced at her, and then his eyes opened wide. "Blimy!
Will ye look at that!"

 The other two men looked at her with greedy eyes, and Bettina looked down at herself. She gasped
whenshe saw that the thin, wet shirt clung tightly to herbreasts and was nearly transparent. She quickly
pulledthe material away from her skin, but it was too late,for at least half a dozen men had already seen
theclear outline of her perfectly formed breasts.

 "What's yer price, wench? I'll pay it, no matter what," one man said. He rose from his chair.

 "Sit down, mate," another said. "I saw 'er first."

 "Get the hell out of here!" a huge man behind thebar yelled at her. "Ye're gonna start a bloody fight,blast
ye!"

 But the fight had already started between the twomen who had spoken first. Others joined in, just for the
love of a good fight, and in seconds the room was fullof drunken, brawling men. Bettina started backing
awayto escape, but then a huge hand clamped down onher shoulder.

 "Ye're gonna pay fer this!" the barkeeper shoutedin her ear. "Ye're gonna pay fer the damages!"

 Bettina quickly jerked free and ran for the door, butthe fat barkeeper followed close behind her. She ran
frantically down the street, ducked into the first alleyshe came to and stumbled over piles of garbage as
she made her way to the other end. She came out into alighted square, saw a uniformed guard on the
other side, and ran toward him. She could hear the fat manshouting behind her.

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Monsieur,are you agendarme?" she asked, whenshe reached the man.

 "What?"
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 She didn't know why she had assumed this townwould be a French settlement. "Are you an officialof the
law?" she asked in English.

 But the man in uniform was distracted as the fatman came running across the square toward them."What
have you done, girl?" he asked.

 "I have done nothing," she replied. "I was seekingthe law when—"

 "Arrest her!" the barkeeper shouted as he pantedup to them.

 "What has she done?"

 "She—she came into my place like that," he an­swered, motioning to her. "And she caused a bloody
fight. There's damages!"

 "Is this true, girl?" the officer asked sternly.

 "I was only seeking help. I could find no one onthe street to ask," Bettina replied.

 "Help for what?" the officer asked.

 "There are pirates in the harbor. They were keeping me prisoner. I escaped to find the authorities,
and—"

 She stopped when both men laughed at her answer.What was so amusing about her story?

 "Telling lies won't help you out of this," the officersaid. "Now, can you pay for the damages you caused,
or do I arrest you?"

 "But I'm speaking the truth!" Bettina exclaimed.

 "Can you pay for the damages?" he asked again, im­patience creeping into his voice.

 "No."

 "Then come along." He took her arm and startedto escort her down the street.

 "What about the damages?" the barkeeper calledout.

  

  

  

  

  

  

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 "You'll be paid, citizen, as soon as the girl's sold intoservice."

 "You must listen to me," Bettina pleaded.

 "You can save it for the magistrate," the officer saidgruffly as he took her into a very old building at the
end of the square.

 "When can I see him?"

 "In a week or so. There are others before you."

 "But the pirates will be gone by then!"

 He pulled her around to face him, his eyes withoutcompassion. "We have no pirate ships in our harbor,
wench. And if you tell the magistrate such a ridiculousstory, he'll probably sell you into service for at least
seven years. If you tell the truth, he may go easy onyou."

 "Easy?"

 "Let you serve in his house for a few years. The old magistrate likes a pretty wench to warm his bed."

 He led Bettina into a large courtyard, lined on threesides with barred cells. She gagged at the stench of
theplace and fought down nausea. He opened an emptycell and shoved her in, then slammed the iron
bars shut.

 "Please, you must believe me!" she pleaded, but he walked away, leaving her alone in the dark, stinking
cell.

 He returned a moment later and tossed a coarseblanket through the bars at her.

 "You had best get out of those wet clothes. Youwon't be worth anything dead."

 She was alone again. She couldn't see into the darkcells across from her, but she could hear moaning
andcrying all around. She fought back tears of self-pity,but the salty drops spilled down her cheeks,
anyway.Why hadn't they believed her?

 Bettina threw Tristan's hat on the floor and stampedon it. This was all his fault! By escaping him, she'd
justgotten into worse trouble. She could tell the truth andspend seven years in servitude, or she could
make up a believable lie and end up being an old man's bedmate. And in the meantime she must spend a
week in thisfilthy cell, without even a cot to sleep on.

 With an overpowering sense of hopelessness, Bettinaslipped out of her wet clothes and wrapped the
roughblanket around her shivering body. She then curled up in the corner of the cell and let sleep wipe
away hermisery.
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 The night was clear, and a full moon shone above the peaceful little village by the sea. A young boyof
twelve was asleep in his parents' one-room house.
His father had not gone out in the fishing boats with the other men of the village that night because of a
fevered cold, so both the boy's parents slept in theirbig bed in the corner of the cottage.

 Three hours after the fishing boats had left the littlevillage, the Spaniards came. They came not for riches,
for the village was a poor one. They came for sport, todestroy, and rape, and kill.

 The young blond boy was the first to wake when thescreams started in the streets. He watched as his
father jumped from his bed and grabbed a kitchen knife, the only weapon he could find, then started to
run outside,with the boy's mother begging him not to go. But thetall man with golden hair did go, and he
was one of thelast to die by the dark Spaniard's blade. The boywatched from the window, with his
mother beside him,as the Spaniard wiped his sword on his father's blood-soaked body.

 The boy's mother screamed, and this brought her tothe attention of the Spaniard, who started for their
house. The woman forced her son to hide under his bedin the single room, and ordered him to remain
quiet nomatter what he heard or saw. Then she grabbed one ofthe kitchen knives, spilling the rest on the
floor, and waited for her husband's murderer to enter the house.

 All the boy could see in the next minutes from wherehe lay under the bed was the Spaniard coming
throughthe door and then shuffling of feet as his motherstruggled with the man. The woman was tall, and
herstrength was increased by blind rage. It was a long timebefore the knife she held fell to the floor, but
still theman could not bring her down. Then one of the Spaniard's friends came to the door and spoke to
himin Spanish, calling him by name—Don Miguel de Bas-tida.

 By himself, Bastida had been unable to overcome theboy's mother, but with the help of his noble friends,
shewas brought quickly to the floor. Bastida was the firstto rape her, while four men held her down and
othersstood by watching and laughing. When Don Miguel deBastida finished with her, he sat at the table
andwatched as one man after another climbed on top of thewoman, laughing all the while. Unfortunately,
the boy'smother was the most beautiful of the village women,and even those men who had already raped
other wom­en wanted their turn with her.

 The boy watched all of this as he cowered beneathtbe bed, not really understanding why his mother was
screaming. But he remembered his mother's warningand remained silent, never having disobeyed her. The
screams stopped after the fourth man, and she laymoaning while five more had their way with her, some
of them finding pleasure in beating her.

 Bastida stayed until the end, laughing and encour­aging even the last man. When it was over, when only
Bastida was left in the room, the woman slowly strug­gled to her knees, half-demented now, blood
oozingfrom cuts on her face. With a parting comment, Bastidaturned to leave also, but the woman found
strength tograb one of the knives on the floor and lunge at theSpaniard.

 Then the boy heard his mother's last cry, and shefell in a heap to the floor. Bastida spit on her lifeless
body and continued out the door, and it was only thenthat the young boy crawled from his hiding place.
Heran after the Spaniard, nearly blinded by his silenttears. He attacked the Spaniard with his bare fists,
butBastida only laughed and laid open the boy's cheekwith the point of his sword. Then he kicked him to
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theground only a few feet from where his father lay, andtold him he was no match for—no match for. . . .

 Tristan bolted upright in bed, covered with a cold,clammy sweat. It had been so real, exactly the way it
happened fourteen years ago. Mother of God, whymust the past still haunt his dreams? He would never
forget that night the Spaniards came to his village, but why did he have to see his parents murdered over
and over again in these nightmares? Would he never findpeace?

 Tristan got up and splashed cold water on his face,and only then did he see he was alone. He dashed
from his cabin, his face as dark as a stormy sea, and inless than five minutes, he was certain Bettina was
not onhis ship.

 "Is this the one, Captain?"

 Bettina opened her eyes and saw the man who hadbrought her here last night. She blinked twice before
she could believe that the tall man with him was Tristan.They were standing inside her cell, casually
observingher.

 "Yes, this is the girl. I should leave her in your care.It would serve her right for all the trouble she's
causedme," Tristan said in a steely voice.

 "That could be arranged, Captain. She can still bebrought up on charges of disturbing the peace. The
magistrate would like to get his hands on this one."

 "Well, I promised the girl's father I would bring herto him. Otherwise, I would wash my hands of her."

 Bettina was confused. She stood up, careful to keepthe blanket wrapped tightly about her, and pointed
anaccusing finger at Tristan.

 "He lies! He is the one I told you about—the pirate.You cannot let him take me!"

 "Do you really prefer what awaits you here to the comfort of my ship, little one?" Tristan asked.

 What could she say? Her options were all equallyloathsome. Seven years' service, a few years with an
oldlecher, or a week on Tristan's ship and then freedom. Thankfully, Tristan did not wait for her to
answer.

 "You see, she is such a troublesome creature that herfather has decided to put her in a convent. She
hates theidea, so will do or say anything to avoid being takenhome."

 "It is a shame such a pretty girl should be given tothe church. I give her into your care, Captain, but
please keep her confined to your ship for the durationof your stay."

 "She will give you no more trouble. You have myword," Tristan replied coldly.

 He opened the long cape he had draped over one arm, and wrapped it around Bettina. He then picked
up the wet clothes that she had dropped on the floorthe night before. When he saw his hat, he scowled at
her,but he said nothing as he picked it up and escorted herfrom the cell.

 "You put on quite a show last night, displaying yourbodyto half the men on the dock," Tristan growled as
they stepped out into the square. "Just what the hell didyou think you were doing?"
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 "I—I—"

 "Never mind!" Tristan cut her off brusquely, tighten­ing his grip on her arm. "Anything is preferable to
sharing my bed, isn't it? Even getting yourself arrested!"

 "Yes, anything!" Bettina snapped in defiance.

 He turned her around to face him, and his eyes werelike blue ice crystals. Bettina feared for a moment
thathe was going to kill her right there on the street.

 "There is only one thing that prevents me fromthrowing you back into that jail, and that is the pleasureI'm
going to have in breaking you," he said in a harshwhisper. "I have yet to teach you something, my willful
wench. And knowing how you feel about me, you won'tenjoy the lesson."

 "What do you mean?"

 "In good time," he snarled cruelly, and started across the square. "And kindly keep that cape tightly
closed, Bettina, or I will wring your pretty neck."

 She was completely naked beneath the cape, but nowshe had half a mind to throw it open just to spite
him,despite her modesty.

 Tristan was seething with anger. He probably hadhad to pay damages to the tavern in order to get her
released. She wondered what he would do to her. Whatwas this lesson he was going to teach her? She
shivered slightly, despite the hot sun.

 As they passed through the town, Bettina's face grewred when she realized how stupid she had been. If
onlyshe had asked what country claimed this island, shecould have saved herself much trouble. This
settlementwas English, and Tristan had said he had England'ssanction. No wonder those men had
laughed at her when she told them a pirate ship was in the harbor. Tothe English, Tristan wasn't a pirate.

 In less than an hour, Bettina was back in Tristan'scabin, but this time, he locked the door after he shoved
her inside. He hadn't said another word to her, so she still didn't know what to expect. She was left alone
forthe rest of the day, and spent the time repairing her dressagain. Madeleine came to see her that
evening and spent more than an hour scolding her for her escapeattempt. But when Madeleine left,
Bettina was aloneagain, and she was still alone when she finally fellasleep.

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

 A soft, gentle pressure on her lips awoke Bettinafrom a sound sleep. She opened her eyes to findTristan
kissing her. It was a tender sort of kiss—thekind a husband would give his wife upon waking. Shetried to
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rise, but Tristan held her firmly against themattress.

 "I wish to get up, Tristan."

 "I am well aware of your wishes, Bettina, but unfor­tunately for you, I have something else in mind."

 He spoke bitterly and the smile on his lips did notreach his cloudy blue eyes. He was still furious about
what had happened yesterday, she could see that. Sowhy had he kissed her so tenderly just a moment
ago?

 "Let me up!" she demanded sharply. "You know Ican't stand to be near you!"

 "Yes, I know," he said. "And that is why I'm goingto enjoy giving you your final lesson."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Surely you do not intend to—" She stopped whenhe reached beneath her shift and caressed her breast,
giving her the answer. "At least have the decency towait until night before you torture me!" she snapped.

 "Torture? Is that what you call this?" he asked, teas­ing her nipples with his fingers.

 "Yes! It is torture for me because I hate you!"

 "You may hate me, my little French vixen, but yourbody will love what I'm going to do to it."

 Before she could protest, Tristan had slid her shiftup, pulled it over her head, and tossed it on the floor.
He parted her legs with his knees and began to strokethe soft flesh between her thighs.

 "No!" she screamed. She tried desperately to pull hisarm away, but it would not be budged.

 Pleasure was spreading through her body, and shecould not stop it. His fingers were working magic,
bringing her body to life against her will. He buried hisface in her neck, searing her tender skin with his
lips,and she knew she would be lost if she didn't stop himnow. She had to stop him!

 "Your—your beard," she finally managed to say. "Itannoys me. It tickles."

 He raised his head to look at her, but his eyes held no mercy. "You did not complain of this before."

 "You were quick before," she snapped. "The tickling will make me laugh, and you might think I am
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laughingat your lovemaking."

 "With whom do you compare my lovemaking, Bettina,when you have had no man before me?"

 "The fact that you sicken me is enough," she retorted,but she could see the futility of her efforts. How
could she make him angry enough to rape her quickly?

 "Your biting tongue will go unheard this time, Bet­tina. Once and for all you will learn what it is to be a
woman." His words were deliberately cold.

 He rolled on top of her and covered her lips with his,stilling further protest. He entered her slowly,
gently, and this time there was no pain. His actions did notmatch his emotions, for he was being tender,
while his mood seemed cruel. He was taking revenge against her with his patience, but she had no way to
fight it.

 He went deep inside her and remained still as hecovered her face and neck with kisses. His lips found
hers again, branding her with the passion of his kiss.He started to move inside her, slowly at first, then
faster. A feeling was building, spreading through her loins like liquid fire. And soon Bettina clung to
Tristanas ecstasy exploded inside her.

 Bettina heard Tristan laugh deeply, triumphantly,and she felt more humiliated by this than by anythingshe
had gone through so far. So this was his revenge—to give her that wonderful, that unbelievable pleasure.
And at the height of the moment, she had clung to himas if she couldn't bear to let him go.

 "Do you still criticize my loving, little one?"

 She looked up into his smug, smiling face and sud­denly felt angry beyond endurance. At him, for he
would never let her forget his power—and with herself, for losing control of her body in passion.

 "Damn you, Tristan!" she screamed and pushed himoff her body.

 He watched with amusement as she scrambled out ofbed and grabbed her shift from the floor. She put
this on quickly, then faced him with her hands on her hips.Her long, silky hair rumbled all about her.

 "Nothing has changed! Do you hear me? Nothing! Istill hate you—more now than ever!"

 "Why? Because I made love to you and you enjoyedit?" Tristan asked. He rose from the bed and began
putting his clothes on.

 "My body may have betrayed me, but it was onlybecause I couldn't fight you. Your accursed threats
stopped me! And—" She stopped suddenly, and hereyes flew open.

 Oh no! How could she have been so stupid? Hewould not whip her! He had been bluffing! He hated the
Spanish for beating their slaves, he'd said, and he'dnever harmed her yet, despite all the trouble she'd
given him. Why hadn't she seen through his game sooner?

 "Bettina, what is the matter with you?" he asked.

 "Damn your blackhearted soul to hell, Tristan!" shestormed.

 "Where the devil did you pick up such language? Notin the convent, I'm sure."
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 "From your crew! They don't have the decency towatch what they say with ladies aboard."

 "And you think this language befits a lady?" hemocked her.

 "I no longer feel like a lady. You have taken thatfrom me—but no more!"

 "And what is that supposed to mean?"

 "Oh, nothing—nothing at all."

 She decided to wait before calling his bluff until itwould be to her advantage. She suddenly smiled, and
then she began to laugh at the bewildered look on Tris­tan's face. How happy she was! Happy that she
wouldno longer have to submit to this giant, this beast of a man, happy that she would no longer have to
cowerbefore him or endure his caresses. She could fight him now. And if his strength should prevail over
hers, well, there was no humiliation in that. She would at least godown fighting. She continued to laugh.

 "Have you taken leave of your senses?" Tristan de­manded.

 He suddenly feared that he had pushed her too far. He came over to her and shook her by the shoulders
until she stopped laughing. But she still smiled up athim. And then he became even more confused as he
stared down into her dark-blue eyes.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "What color are your eyes, Bettina?" he asked wonderingly.

 She stopped smiling and pulled away from his grip."You have seen my eyes enough to know what color
they are," she snapped, turning her back on him.

 "Your eyes were blue just now, blue as sapphires.Yet ever since you have been on theSpirited Lady,
they have been green—until now."

 "Don't be absurd. Eyes do not change color. It wasmerely the light."

 "Look at me now!" he commanded. And when she refused, he swung her around, only to find that her
eyeswere green again.

 "I told you it was merely the light," she said. Butshe turned away from him quickly, for the confusion on
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his face made her want to laugh again.

 Tristan had the uneasy feeling that Bettina wasmaking a fool of him. It was not the light. He knew damn
well what he'd seen. Her eyes had been as blue as the depths of the sea. Did her eyes change with her
moods? Green when she was angry or afraid, and bluewhen she was happy? She had been happy for a
moment. But why? What did she have to be happy about in herpresent situation? Well, he was sure it
would take coax­ing to find out, and he didn't have the time now.

 "Is that the name of your ship? TheSpirited Lady?"she asked.

 "What? Oh, yes," he said, and grinned at her. "The name rather suits you, too, doesn't it?"

 "Do you think so?" she asked coquettishly. "Youhave hardly allowed me to be very spirited."

 "And what of your outburst just a few momentsago?"

 "Did it hurt you very much,Capitaine? I do not see your wounds," she teased.

 He smiled and changed the subject, for she was obviously playing a game with him. "I will see if there is
any material in the hold. If so, you can make your­self some cooler dresses. It will also give you
somethingto do."

 "Thank you."

 He looked at her quizzically, for he did not expecther gratitude. She had changed toward him, and it
baffled him. He would soon find out what she was up to.With that thought, he left the cabin.

 Shortly after the captain left, Madeleine came to thecabin with a platter of food, and she and Bettina ate
together. She immediately noticed Bettina's gaiety, but she believed that Bettina had finally decided to
acceptthings the way they were.

 They had left Tortola at dawn, but Bettina didn'tknow this until Madeleine informed her. It annoyed her
that the captain could distract her so that she didn'tnotice anything but him.

 Tristan returned before noon with two bolts of pastel silks. He placed these on the table, along with a
ball oflace and threads, then produced a pair of gold scissors that he had tucked in his belt. But he
hesitated beforeplacing these with the rest.

 "Can I trust you not to use these scissors as aweapon?" he asked curtly.

 "I have said I will not try to kill you again, Tristan,"Bettina replied as she stood up to examine the silks.
"My word is good, even if yours is not."

 He smiled, but he was still reluctant to hand over thepossible weapon.

 "If you still do not trust me, then Maddy can takethe scissors with her when she leaves, and return them
to you. Would that be satisfactory?" When he still ap­peared to be reluctant, she laughed softly. "I will
makeit easy for you,Capitaine. You need not admit that youfear me. Maddy will bring you the scissors
when sheleaves."
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 Madeleine nodded her head to say she would dothis. She wondered why Bettina was playing this game
with the captain, but thank God, he did not seem tomind. But she held her breath as Bettina continued.

 "How is it, Tristan, that you have this material, whenyou say you only attack ships carrying gold?"

 He grinned now as he noticed her blue eyes. "The material was on a plate ship, along with many other
goods that were being delivered to a Spanishcondesa.If these colors do not suit you, there are others to
choose from."

 "Then you will not mind if Maddy replaces her ward­robe also?" she ventured sweetly.

 "The material could be sold in Tortuga for a hand­some sum. It is enough that I have put it at your
dis­posal."

 "It is not enough! Need I remind you that it was youwho saw fit to leave our trunks behind, leaving us
with only the clothes on our backs?"

 "Very well!" Tristan replied harshly. "Is there any­thing else you wish, my lady?"

 "Only never to lay eyes on you again," she answered tartly, a half-smile on her rosy lips.

 "That, I am afraid, I will not grant."

 With that, Tristan turned and left the cabin. Bettinasighed and turned to look at her servant, who was
some­what pale.

 "Bettina, you must be careful what you say to thecapitaine. You must not make him angry!" Madeleine
warned urgently.

 "Andyou must not worry," Bettina returned. "Thecapitainewill not harm us."

 "But you said he will whip you if you resist him."

 "Yes, but I was not resisting him. I was merely taunt­ing him. And as you can see, he did nothing,"
Bettinasaid.
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 "But why were you mocking him? It was as if youwere trying to make him lose his temper. You have
known this man for only four days. It is impossible tojudge how he will react to your taunts."

 Bettina decided not to tell Madeleine of what she planned for tonight, for this would really alarm her.

 "Do not worry. I can hold my own where Tristan isconcerned. Now, come, let us begin," Bettina said,
taking the lime-green silk for herself.

 Madeleine shook her head with a weak smile. "I will ask thecapitaine for plain cotton. Never in my life
haveI worn silk, and I do not intend to start now."

  

  

  

  

  

 “I took the old one into the hold."Bettina started at Tristan's words, for she was so busy working on her
new dress that she hadn't heardhim enter the room.

 "What?"

 "Your servant. I took her into the hold to get thecotton she requested, and when she saw this, she said
you would need it," Tristan-replied, laying the silver comb on the table before Bettina. "Are you satisfied
now?"

 "Satisfied? I did not ask you for the material,Capi-taine.You offered it. I merely suggested that you do
thesame for my servant. I have thanked you for this al­ready—I will not do so again. As for the comb, it
is indeed beautiful, but I had a comb, Tristan. It was notas nice as this one, and only made of wood, but I
cherished it because it was a gift from my mama. Thecomb is needed, but it does not replace my own."

 "Would you have me go back to recover yourtrunks?" Tristan asked sarcastically.

 "Yes."

 He sighed, for he should have known what her an­swer would be. "The crew of theWindsong will have
recovered sufficiently from their wounds by now. Itwould mean another battle."

 "I forget that you are a coward," Bettina replied.

 "I have never run from a battle—I've told you this already."

 "No, it is only women you are afraid to fight."

 "Fighting you would gain you nothing, Bettina.Though you think you would do me damage, youwould
not. I don't want to hurt you in the struggle, thatis all."
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 "But I would love to hurt you, Tristan—to see youin pain for what you have done to me."

 "Well, my bloodthirsty little vixen, that you will notdo."

 Bettina smiled and said no more. She continued hersewing as Tristan sat down and poured himself a tot
ofrum.

 "Have you eaten?" he asked, leaning back in thechair to study her.

 "Yes," Bettina replied. "That young boy brought themeal some time ago. I was beginning to hope you
wouldnot return this night—since it is already so late. DidMaddy return the scissors to you?"

 "What sort of game were you playing this morning, Bettina?" he asked, ignoring her taunt. "Why has your
attitude changed so suddenly?"

 "My attitude has not changed," she replied softly. "Istill hate you, Tristan."

 With her unbound hair falling over her shoulders,and her head bent over the dress she was making, Tris
tan could not see Bettina's expression. What he wanted to see were her eyes. Were they dark sea-blue
or tur­bulent green? Her tone of voice revealed nothing of thehatred she spoke of, yet he knew she
spoke the truth.There was no doubt that she hated him, but where was the fire and ice of the day before?
Where was the fierytemper of early this morning, before this change cameover her?

 "Would you care for a walk before we retire?" Tris­tan asked.

 "Not if you intend to kiss me in the moonlight again."

 "I plead guilty to the intention. So if you wish toremain stubborn, we will retire now."

 "I will walk alone," she ventured.

 "No, you will not!"

 "Then you may retire."

 "So will you, little one," Tristan replied. He stood up and drained the last of the rum.

 "Not until you have removed your beard."

 "What?" he exclaimed, sure that he had heard herincorrectly.

 "You will cut away that beard—until your face issmooth. I was not jesting when I said that your beard
annoys me. So remove it!" Bettina demanded, lookingat him now with eyes like emeralds.

 "I will do no such thing, woman!"

 Any delay was worth gaining, even if it was pointless,thought Bettina. His beard did not really bother
her,but it was worth the argument just to see if she couldwin.

 "I insist that you shave it off, Tristan. I will not movefrom this chair until you do so."
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 "You are hi no position to insist upon anything," hegrunted.

 "Would you have me resist you over such a triflingmatter?" Bettina asked, mockery in her soft voice.
"Why won't you do this small thing for me?"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Ilike my face the way it is!"

 "Well, I do not!" she snapped. "Are you afraid to getrid of your beard because then your scar would be
morepronounced? Again the coward, eh,Capitaine?"

 His body became rigid at the mention of his scar, andhis eyes were cold as he glared at her.

 "You go too far, Bettina!"

 She could see that she had. He was obviously verysensitive about the scar on his face. She reminded
her­ self that she didn't really know this man, that she wasn't qualified to judge his reactions. But she
wouldn't backdown now.

 "Why do you hide the scar? Many men have markson them. It is nothing to be ashamed of."

 "I do not hide it! Would you have me smooth-facedwhen my crew is not?"

 "Yes. I told you your beard annoys me. Remove it and prove to me you are not a coward."

 "No!"

 "Then go to bed, Tristan, but you go alone. I will not yield on this matter."

 "Blast you, woman!" he stormed, but Bettina re­mained calm and returned to her sewing.

 She intended to stand firm on this, he could see that. She just might call his bluff, and he didn't want to
losethe hold his threats had on her for such nonsense.Women and their idiosyncrasies!

 "I will be back shortly, and when I am, I want youin that bed with your clothes removed! Do you under­
stand? Undressed and waiting!"

 Tristan turned on his heel and stalked from the room.It was not far to the cabin that Jules was presently
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sharing with Joco Martel, and, seeing the light underthe door, Tristan knocked loudly. After a moment,
the door opened and Jules stood there, a bemused expres­sion on his face.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "I was of the impression you had retired for thenight," Jules remarked.

 "I did, but I need your help."

 "Can't it wait until morning, Tristan?"

 "No!" Tristan shouted. "I need you to remove mybeard—now!"

 "What kind of joke is this? Why the devil would you want your face shaved, and why now?"

 "Blast it, Jules! Don't ask so many questions—justdo it! If I had a looking glass, I would do it myself."

 Jules started to laugh boisterously. He turned his head and looked at Joco, who was sitting at the table.

 "It seems the hot-temperedmademoiselle has wona bout with my friend here," Jules remarked to Joco,
then turned back to Tristan. "Thisis her idea, isn't it?Since when do you do what the wench asks? What's
happened to your logic?"

 "It wouldn't work on this matter, so get it donewith," Tristan growled.

 Later, when he returned to his cabin, Tristan felt likean utter fool. He could still hear Jules's laughter and
his biting words: "Now you look like the young lad that you are." And indeed he did look younger than
hisyears now. Blast it! No other woman had ever com­plained about his beard, and most men wore one.
Bettina had complained just to annoy him—he was sure ofthat now. Well, it would not take long for the
beard to grow back. And with that thought, Tristan opened thedoor to his cabin and walked inside.

 Bettina had been pacing the floor, dreading the mo­ment when Tristan would return and the battle would
begin. But now she was taken aback by the sight ofhim.

 Tristan's full golden beard had hidden much, andwithout it she could see how very handsome and young
he was. She could not take her eyes away from his face,and stood motionless in the middle of the room.
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 A fleeting thought came to her mind, that she couldfall in love with this man if she did not hate him so.But
the thought was absurd.

 "When I give an order, I expect it to be obeyed!"Tristan said harshly.

 But Bettina paid no attention to his tone of voice.Without the beard, he no longer looked like a
dangerouspirate and she couldn't fear him. He was still a giantcompared to her, but with such a
handsome face, shecould not take his harshness seriously.

 "I no longer obey your orders," she stated finally.

 His jaw tightened.

 "What the devil does that mean?"

 "I mean, Tristan, that you do not own me and youare not my husband. Therefore, I will not obey you."

 Tristan crossed the short distance between them andstood towering before her. Gently he lifted her face
upto his, but she avoided his eyes.

 "Have you forgotten that you are on my ship—thatyou are in my power?" Tristan reminded her, the
harsh­ness gone from his voice.

 "I may be on your ship, but it was not by my choice.And in your power? Perhaps. But as I said, Tristan,
you do not own me. I am not your slave."

 "You are my prisoner."

 "Oh, yes, of course," she said dryly. "And prisonerswho do not obey orders are whipped. Is that not
right,Capitaine?"

 "Is that what you want?"

 Bettina took a step backward and looked at himoddly, as if she were thinking of an answer to his
ques­tion. And then, unexpectedly, she swung her arm side­ways and cracked her closed fist against his
cheek,knocking him off balance.

 Tristan's first impulse was to strike back, and heraised his hand, but stopped when he met her cold
defiance. She stood there without flinching, rubbing herthrobbing fist with her other hand and waiting for
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him to strike her. When he didn't, she laughed bitterly.

 "Where is your whip, Tristan? Produce it and carry out your threats. I believe it was ten lashes for every
strike, was it not? Or perhaps you would rather waituntil the count increases? I am sure it will before the
night is through."

 Tristan sighed heavily and moved away from her. Hesank into the chair facing Bettina and Spread his
legsout before him.

 "So it has come to this," he said in a level voice. "Is that why your disposition changed, because you
think I will not carry out my threats?"

 "You deal only in trickery! You are a liar, and I willno longer believe a word you speak!" she returned
heat­edly.

 "What makes you so sure I was bluffing?"

 "By your own words, that you hate the Spanish for beating their slaves. You would not do the same,"
shesaid triumphantly.

 "Those were not my exact words, Bettina. It is notfor beating their slaves that I hate the Spanish, but for
another reason that runs much deeper."

 Bettina faltered. The sudden anger in his eyes at themention of the Spanish made her shiver slightly.

 "If you whipped me, you could not—could not—"

 "Make love to you?" Tristan finished for her. "Why? It would indeed be painful for you, but how would
thatstop me?"

 Her anger flared. "You wouldn't!" she stormed.

 "Why not? It would cause me no discomfort. Your reasoning is only from your point of view, not mine."

 "You could not turn me over to my betrothed if my body were marred."

 "You amaze me, Bettina. According to your logic,you would have me turn you over without   stitch on. I
can assure you that you will be clothed. There will beno evidence to view." "I have a voice, Tristan!"

 "You will be gagged," he said matter-of-factly. "The exchange will take place on theSpirited Lady, with
theComte de Lambert brought here by my men. I will befar at sea before thecomte can give chase."

 Bettina felt sick inside. She had called his bluff andlost. She had been fooled into thinking that he was not
a cold-blooded pirate, fooled by his handsome face. But what was he waiting for? Why hadn't he struck
her in return?

 "What—what do you intend to do?" she asked, hereyes dark with fear."Nothing.""But I—"

 "You were right, that is all," he said.She stared at him, aghast. "Then why did you denymy reasoning?"

 "Because your reasoning is not mine.""But I do not understand," Bettina returned.Tristan leaned forward
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in the chair and rested hishands on his knees. His expression was void of anger,nor did it show
compassion.

 "Have no doubt, I will use the whip if I have to, Bet­tina. So do not underestimate me in the future. But I
would not whip you simply because you choose to fightrather than submit to me. That is your rightful
choice."Bettina's eyes flamed. "Why did you trick me if you feel this way? Why didn't you let me fight for
my honor in the first place?"

 "Understand this, Bettina. You mean nothing to me,except as a pleasure in my bed. I admit that you are
theloveliest woman I have ever come across, but there is no room in my life for you or any other woman.
I chose to enjoy you and to avoid conflict if possible—it didn'tmatter by what means. But since you are

determined to   fight me, Bettina, so be it. This is your right, and I willnot whip you for it."

 "Oh!" Bettina swung around so she wouldn't have tolook at his arrogant face. More than anything, she
wanted to kill him! But she couldn't. She had sworn towait until she and Madeleine were safe. But
then—yes,then...

 "You still need not fight me, Bettina," Tristan said,breaking into her murderous thoughts. "The damagehas
been done, and you could gain nothing but frus­tration."

 "I would gain satisfaction!" Bettina faced him again,prepared for battle.

 "Then it is to be rape?"

 "It has always been rape!" she snapped.

 "You won't like it, Bettina."

 "Nor will you!"

 "Again the test of strength, eh? Well, at least I willprove once and for all that your strength is no matchfor
mine."

 He stood up, and Bettina ran for the door. But be­fore she could open it, Tristan had picked her up and
thrown her over his shoulder. She kicked her feet, butthey struck only air. She pounded on his back with
herfists, but it was like beating on solid rock. When Tristan reached his bed, he tossed her down,
stunning her for a moment. Bettina fought to untangle herself from the web of her unbound hair, and
Tristan quickly removedhis breeches and tunic. When she finally looked up athim, he was standing naked
and ready, a devilish grinon his firm lips.
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 "This will be easier than I expected," he laughed.

 "No!" she screamed, and started to scramble fromthe bed, but he was on her in a second.

 "Will you be sensible, or will you repair your dressfor a third time come morning?" he asked.

 "You go to the devil!" she cried furiously.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 She began to struggle, only to find Tristan's handslocked on her wrists. He pulled them above her head,
leaving her defenseless except for her legs, and these were hampered by her skirt. His weight pressed
downon her, and Bettina suddenly felt suffocated. She con­tinued her panting efforts to free herself, but
she could hear Tristan laughing. Laughing!

 Bettina screamed then, a deafening scream of rage,but Tristan covered her mouth with his. When she
thrashed her head from side to side to avoid his lips, he released her hands and held her face still, bruising
her soft lips with his brutal kiss. He stopped, however, and cried out in pain when she raked her nails
down hisback.

 "Damn you, she-cat!" he growled. He secured her wrists with one hand and ripped her dress down to
herwaist with the other. He looked at her coldly and con­tinued to watch her terror-filled expression as
he finishedtearing her dress apart. Then he tore the soft material of her shift away until her young flesh
was open to hisview. Tristan hoisted her legs over his shoulders and held them there with his massive
arms. He entered hercruelly and raped her body with his anger.

 When he had finished with her, his anger subsided.He released her and rolled to her side, not caring
whether she resumed her attacks. But she just lay there,staring at the ceiling. She didn't even move when
hepulled the cover over her.

 "Bettina, why do you insist on pain? You experiencedthe ultimate in pleasure this morning, and I would
glad­ly take you to those heights again," he said quietly.

 "You have no right to give me this pleasure!" shesnapped, coming to life again and surprising him withher
quick reply. "Only my husband will have that right. And you are not my husband!"

 "And you will give yourself freely to thiscomtewhen you marry?"
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 "Of course."

 "But he is a man you have never seen. What if you hate him, even as you hate me? What then, Bettina?"

 "That is of no concern to you."

 Bettina suddenly remembered the talk she had had with her mother about her forthcoming marriage, and
her mother's wish that she find happiness at all cost.What if the Comte de Lambert was a cruel man—a
man like Tristan?

 No! She must not hate her future husband. She would need him to fulfill her revenge against Tristan.

 "Since I will take you again, anyway, why not enjoy it, Bettina?" Tristan asked quietly. "No one need
knowthat you abandoned yourself to me."

 "I would know!" she cried indignantly. "Now leaveme be!"

 She turned her back on him and let the silent tears caress her cheeks. It was a long while before Bettina
could sleep. But Tristan's thoughts were equally trou­bled, and late in the night he quietly left the cabin.
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 Chapter

  

  

 T

 HE morning was well under way, and Tristan tried to control the urge to knock a few heads to­gether.
The surprised looks and hushed snickering from his crew, as if they could hardly recognize him withouthis
beard, were wearing down his nerves. He had amind to shave the whole lot of them; then he would see
who would laugh!

 It was in this angry mood that Tristan pounded onJules's door. Madeleine Daudet opened it, then shrank
back from him, fear in her eyes. With a scowl on hisface, Tristan stepped into the cabin to find Jules
sitting at the table over a cup of steaming black coffee.

 "What the hell is keeping you, Jules?"

 "I've been trying to reassure this one that you didn'tbeat her lady last night. Can't you keep that blasted
wench from screaming her head off?"

 "Would you have me gag her? That would just increase her low opinion of me, although why thatshould
bother me, I don't know," Tristan said. He turned to Madeleine with a look of annoyance. "Goto your
lady. You will find her no worse off than shewas yesterday. In fact, she should be quite pleased with
herself."

 Tristan watched the old woman leave the cabin;then he closed the door and faced his friend. Jules
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laughed boisterously.

 "Blast it, Jules!" Tristan stormed. "Your amuse­ment at my expense has gone far enough. Perhaps ifI
shaved off your beard, you would not find it sohumorous!"

 "It is not your smooth face that I find amusing, 'tisyour black eye," Jules chuckled.

 Tristan felt the tender area below his eye and winced.So, he had a black eye to go with the raw
scratcheson his back. He had forgotten about the blow Bettinahad dealt to his cheek.

 "Why do you let the wench get the better of you?" Jules asked soberly. "A good beating would put her
inher place. I had to lock the old servant up last nightwhen the girl started screaming. She was going to
raceto her lady's rescue."

 "I'll handle the girl the way I see fit. I'll tame heryet, and I've decided to keep her for a while," Tristan
said, grinning.

 "What the devil are you talking about?"

 "Just that I've a mind to enjoy Bettina Verlaine'scompany for a bit longer than planned. I changedcourse
for our home island last night," Tristan replied.

 "But what of the ransom?"

 "I will still collect the ransom—but not yet. Thecomtecan wait to enjoy his bride. And can you honestly
tell me you're not impatient to return to your little Maloma?"

 "No, that I can't. But Bettina and Madeleine thinkthey are going to Saint Martin. What's going to happen
when they find their destination has been changed?"Jules asked.

 "They needn't know until we reach home. Bettinawill be the only one who will raise hell, but there won't
be anything she can do about it." Tristan pausedthoughtfully. "Why don't you sound out the crew today
and see what they have to say. These last two years atsea have yielded much booty. They shouldn't mind
los­ing their shares of the ransom for the moment."

 "No, I'm sure they will gladly go along with yourdecision," said Jules. "They are anxious to get backto
their women."

 "One more thing. Whatever you do, don't let theold woman know of this. Warn the crew not to speakof
it in front of her."

 "Bettina, are you all right?" Madeleine asked. Sheclosed the door and sat down across from her ward.

 "Yes, why do you ask?"

 "I heard your screams last night. I thought thathe—"

 "It was nothing," Bettina said quickly. "Just screams of frustration, no more."

 Madeleine was perplexed. Bettina's lips were tight,her knuckles taut as she took careless stitches in her
violet dress. She was wearing only her white shift, andMadeleine noticed the uneven seam in the front
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whereit had been repaired. It was not like Bettina to sewunskillfully.

 "I saw thecapitaine," Madeleine ventured. "He saidthat you would be pleased with yourself, but you do
not seem so."

 Bettina looked up, her eyes like glittering emeralds."So thecapitaine thinks he can predict my feelings
now.He is indeed a fool!"

 She, too, had thought she would be pleased at beingable to fight Tristan. But losing to Mm had meant
utterhumiliation. She couldnt stop thinking about the de­ grading way he had raped her—raising her legs
overhis shoulders.

 She had awakened quite early, relieved to find her­self alone. She had sponged herself with cold water
from the washstand, then began to repair her shift.But with each stitch she took, scenes from the night
before flashed before her eyes. Her lips were still tender and slightly swollen from Tristan's hard, angry
kisses.And there were tiny blue marks on her wrists, testimony to his superior strength.

 She decided to stop repairing her clothes everymorning. She would wear Tristan's clothes, and if he
insisted on ripping them off her every night, it wouldbe his problem.

 Bettina smiled now at her servant. "I must remem­ber to ask Tristan if there is any white satin in thehold.
I should begin making a new wedding dress assoon as possible." There was a sparkle in her deep-blue
eyes.

 "But you have yet to finish the silk dress you startedyesterday," Madeleine reminded her, glad to see
Bet­tina smiling again.

 "The green dress will not take long to complete.And the sooner I make my wedding dress, the soonerI
will be able to marry thecomte."
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 BETTINA had spent eleven days aboard theSpiritedLady,and had decided it was amazing how time
seemed to stand still just when one willed it to fly onswift wings. Tristan stayed away from his cabin
during the day, but every night he spent with her added to her fury and outrage.

 She recalled clearly the first night, a week ago, that Tristan had come into the cabin and found her
wearinga pair of his breeches and a soft gold shirt. She couldstill hear the sound of his laughter ringing in
her ears.And it didn't take long to learn what he found soamusing when he yanked the clothes from her
body with hardly any effort at all, the large articles slidingoff quite easily. But she continued to change into
Tris­tan's apparel each evening to save her dresses fromfurther ruin.

 One night in particular haunted her thoughts. Tristanhad taken his time with her, coaxing her body to life,
holding her immobile while he worked his magic. Andthen afterward, instead of laughing triumphantly, he
had gently kissed the tears that slid from the corners ofher eyes. She hated his gentleness more than his
cruelty.

 Bettina cut the thread on the hem and held the dressout in front of her. It was a simple dress, sleeveless
anduntrimmed, made of soft lilac cotton. It was definitelynot in fashion, but it would keep her cool during
theheat of the day. Tristan had agreed to bring her some white satin, then had turned around and refused
herwhen he learned she wanted it for a new wedding dress. It still didn't make any sense to her.

 "Bettina, we're there!"

 Bettina started violently when Madeleine rushed intothe room, leaving the door open behind her. Her
face was flushed and her gray-brown hair was matted andwet about her temples from working in the
galley.

 "You scared the wits out of me. What—"

 "We're there, my pet!" Madeleine answered. "I sawthe island when I went up on deck for a breath of
freshair. We have reached—"

 Before she could finish, Bettina had run from the room, across the deck, and up to the ship's railing. She
didn't even hear Madeleine come up behind her.

 "It is not what I expected Saint Martin to look like,"Madeleine said quietly. "I mean, it looks deserted.
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Butit is beautiful, is it not?"

 Beautiful was hardly the word. A gleaming white beach surrounded them, for the ship was in a small
turquoise cove, completely hidden from the vast seabeyond. Swaying palms lined the beach, and a dense
green jungle flourished beyond. A magnificent two-horned mountain towered over the island, covered
with smooth, gray-green foliage and surrounded by dark-gray clouds. A deep gorge between the two
peaks cutto the heart of the mountain, where the rays of the late morning sun found and brilliantly lit a
white cloudformation.

 Bettina turned to her servant, her blue eyes alightwith pleasure.

 "I never dreamed Saint Martin would be this beau­tiful—it is a paradise!" Bettina exclaimed. "Oh, I am
going to love it here."

 "I think I will, too." Madeleine smiled. "Though itseems strange to see all this greenery in the middle of
winter."

 "Yes. Imagine what it will look like in spring andsummer!"

 "I could not even begin to," Madeleine laughed.

 "I wonder where all the natives are?" said Bettina. "I can't see any buildings, either."

 "This is probably just a deserted side of the island."

 "Of course," Bettina replied. "It would be dangerousto sail a pirate ship into a crowded enemy harbor."

 "Yes. But there is another ship in the cove. Comeand see it."

 "What ship?" Bettina asked.

 "It was already here when we came. But there is nocrew aboard her."

 They crossed the deck to see the other vessel. It hadthree bare masts and looked like a sister to the
Spirited Lady.

 "I wonder where the crew is," said Bettina.

 "They must be on the island," Madeleine said. "Per­haps the town is not so far away after all. It is
probably just hidden by the jungle."

 "Do you think so?"

 "Of course. It should not take long to contact theComte de Lambert. We will probably be at his planta­
tion before the day is through."

 Bettina rejoiced. Freedom at last! No more Tristan, no more rape and humiliation. And soon, revenge.

 "Oh, Maddy, this nightmare is finally over!"
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 "Yes, my pet, finally."

 Bettina turned to walk back to her cabin, and raninto Jules's massive chest. She gasped and stepped
backwith wide, terror-filled eyes.

 "If you ladies will return to your cabins and collectyour belongings, you will be taken ashore presently,"
he said politely. Then he looked to Madeleine and his voice softened. "If you will hurry, please. The first
boat has already been lowered,madame."

 "Where—where is thecapitaine?" Bettina ventured.It was the first time she had seen Jules since the day
he had tried to whip her, and no matter how muchMadeleine spoke in his defense, Bettina still fearedhim.

 "Tristan is busy."

 "But he said the exchange would take place aboardthis ship. Why are we going ashore?" Bettina asked.

 "The plan has been changed."

 He turned and walked away, leaving Bettina be­wildered. Why would Tristan change his mind about the
exchange?

 Bettina left Madeleine and went back to Tristan'scabin. It took her only a minute to fold her two dresses.
She decided to leave the silver comb that Tristan had given her, for the Comte de Lambert would surely
giveher anything she needed. But then she changed hermind. It wasz. costly item, and she would take it if
only to keep Tristan from selling it. She would throw it away later, as she planned to do with the two
dresses she hadmade aboard theSpirited Lady.

 Without a final glance at Tristan's hated cabin, Bet­tina walked back on deck, the soft green silk of her
skirt swaying gently. She crossed to the railing and wasdisappointed to find that clouds now blocked her
viewof the beautiful, horned mountain. She might never seethat trick of light again, where only the heart of
the mountain had been lit, deep inside the gorge. But perhaps it had been a good omen welcoming her to
hernew home, a promise of the many wondrous things shehad yet to see, and of the happy life she would
havehere with thecomte.

 Asurge of happiness lifted her spirits, and the suntouched her face as it broke through the clouds to light
the small cove.

 "Are you ready to leave, little one?"
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 She turned abruptly at the sound of Tristan's deepvoice. He stood on deck with his legs apart, his hands
clasped behind his back and a warm smile upon his lips. He looked very handsome, and was elegantly
dressed in a white silk shirt, ruffled at the neck andcuffs, white breeches, a black leather vest belted
closed,and black knee-high leather boots.

 "I was ready to leave you eleven days ago," she toldhim haughtily. "How long will it be before the
exchangetakes place?"

 "Are you so anxious to part from me?"

 "That is a ridiculous question to ask, Tristan. I prayfor the day when you will be wiped from my
memory,"she said icily.

 "Your hair is stunning when the sun shines on it," hesaid playfully.

 "Why do you change the subject?"

 "Would you prefer to go to my cabin, where we candiscuss the subject more privately?" he ventured, his
eyes twinkling.

 "No!" she said. "I am ready to leave."

 "Then come, my love," he replied, taking her arm and leading her across the deck to where Madeleine
and Jules were waiting. "You can leave your belongingson board if you like. My men will bring them
ashore later," Tristan said.

 "No, I want to leave now, with everything."

 "As you wish."

 Tristan helped Bettina into one of the two smalllanding boats. Madeleine sat beside her, with Tristan
behind them at the rudder and six crewmen in front.Jules went in the other boat. The crewmen pulled
strongly on the oars, and they surged over the shortstretch of water toward the beach.

 As Bettina watched the small waves lapping at thesides of the boat, she wondered idly why Tristan
hadn'ttried to bed her one last time this morning. If she had learned anything about him these past eleven
days, itwas that he was a very demanding man, so why wouldhe pass up this last chance?

 But, she told herself, she should just be thankful thathe had been occupied elsewhere and that this
nightmare was at an end.

 They reached the shore, and the man called Davey jumped into the water to pull the small boat up on the
sand. Tristan helped, and then insisted on carrying Bet­tina up to dry sand, where Madeleine joined her.

 Bettina started to stroll down the beach, thinking thatit would take some time to ferry the whole crew
ashore.But Tristan stopped her before she had walked threeyards.

 "We go now."

 She turned back at his command, to see that bothboats were heading back to the ship. Jules had
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remained behind and was leading Madeleine and ten crewmen tothe edge of the beach. Tristan took
Bettina's arm.

 "Aren't we going to wait for the rest of your crew?"she asked, looking out to the ship. "Or don't you
needthem?"

 "They will come later," he said, and led her to jointhe others.

 "But where are we going?"

 "It is not far."

 Bettina stopped walking. "Why are you being soevasive? I want to know where you are taking us!"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "There is a house not far from here. You would likea bath, wouldn't you?"

 She smiled. She hadn't had a real bath, in a tub, forfar too long. And she definitely wanted to be clean
when she met thecomte for the first time.

 Tristan took her hand and led the way into the forestalong a man-made path. The forest was not so
densehere as she had thought. The trees were widely spaced, and there was hardly any undergrowth,
mostly bare sandy earth, with short, stubby grass growing here andthere.

 They soon reached the house that Tristan had men­tioned, which looked more like some kind of
fortress.The building was large and built of heavy white stones.The first floor was square, and a royal
palm tree stoodon either side of the small front door. The second floorwas U-shaped, forming a
courtyard open to the frontabove the door. A small jungle of beautiful flowers andplants grew in pots in
this courtyard, some reachingabove the second-floor roof, and some trailing over the edge of the
courtyard. The front-door palm trees framed the potted jungle and towered above the house. Beauti­ful
rolling lawns, immaculately cared for, surroundedthe house on all sides. The most beautiful flowers, with
red, yellow, orange, even purple and blue blossoms,grew at the edge of the lawns and against every wall.
The house seemed sturdy and welcoming, and she al­most wished that it belonged to the Comte de
Lambert,for she would have liked to live here.

 Suddenly, the front door was opened by a tall man.The single door was small, out of proportion to the
restof the house, and the man's frame completely blockedit. He stood with his legs astride, his hands on
his hips, and looked very angry.
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 Tristan stopped, and Jules came up from the rear to join him. They stood only a few feet from the man in
the doorway, and Bettina sensed tension in the air.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "I would hardly be recognizin' you, Tristan, were itnot for your watchdog Bandelaire," the man
challenged.

 "I can see you haven't changed, Casey," Tristan re­plied harshly.

 "That I haven't. And I'm still young enough to takeyou on, lad."

 "But you'll still have to fight me first, Casey," Julesgrowled.

 "Enough!" Tristan said. "It's time this old seadogand I had it out."

 Bettina gasped as the two men charged at one an­other, but then they embraced each other and started
laughing. These men were like children playing a stupidgame, Bettina thought angrily. They were friends!

 The man they called Casey now had a genuinelywarm smile on his lips. He stood beside Tristan and
greeted Jules with a tight clasp of hands.

 "It was a foolish thing to do!"

 "What?" Bettina asked Madeleine.

 "I thought my heart would stop!" Madeleine an­swered. "I am too old to witness such foolishness."

 "Why are you upset?" Bettina asked, forgetting herown annoyance.

 "Jules—"

 "Jules!" Bettina exclaimed, and suddenly she remem­bered how the big man's voice had softened when
hespoke to Madeleine. "What is he to you?"

 "Nothing," Madeleine replied. "But he told me I re­mind him of his mother. I thought it was touching. He
treats me kindly, and you should hear how he ravesover my cooking."
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 "Honestly, Maddy, you sound as if you have adopted him!"

 "I was only concerned for him. That man they calledCasey looked so mean.".

 "Jules is the same height, younger, and nearly twicethe weight of the other man," Bettina replied, irritated.
"There was no reason for you to be afraid for him.And—"

 "Be this another one to add to your harem, lad?" aman's voice asked.

 Bettina turned and saw that Casey was staring direct­ly at her. She felt the blood rush to her cheeks.

 "I have no harem, Casey, as you're well aware," Tris­tan smiled. "One spirited lady is all I can handle at
atime."

 Jules laughed, understanding which spirited lady Tris­tan was talking about. But Casey was perplexed,
think­ing of Tristan's ship.

 "Is this woman married, then?" Casey asked.

 "No, but she's spoken for, so cast your eyes else­where," said Tristan.

 "And here I thought I was in for a change in meluck. Be there no room for bargainin'?"

 "None at all," Tristan answered. "So warn your crewthat she is not to be approached."

 Bettina was ready to spit fire, and she stiffened whenTristan approached her.

 "Would you like to have that bath now, or would you prefer something to eat first?" he asked.

 "Neither, if the house belongs to that crude man!"Bettina replied heatedly, her dark-green eyes flashing.

 Tristan laughed. "It's not Casey's house, but you havemisjudged him. He's a good man, and was merely
jest­ing about you. His crew is off carousing in the village,but he rarely goes there."

 "How far is this village?"

 "About a mile inland."

 "Is that where the Comte de Lambert has his planta­tion?" she asked hopefully.

 "No."

 "Then where—"
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 "Come," he said, cutting her off. "I'll show you to aroom where you can bathe."

 "How long will we be here?"

 "A while," he replied curtly, and led Bettina intothe house. Jules had already taken Madeleine inside,and
Casey had disappeared.

 The entire square bottom floor formed one cool, dark room. There were only a few windows on three
of the walls, and these were small and high, above eye level,letting in very little light. The wall to the right
held astone fireplace, very sooty, which seemed to be used for cooking. A few wooden chairs stood
beside the fireplace and a plain sideboard with pots and dishes.

 A huge table stood in the center of the room, made of rough, uneven wood, with twenty or more chairs
about it. Above the table, and oddly out of place in thisbig room, was a large crystal chandelier with half-
burnt candles. There was no other furniture in the room, and nothing adorning the stone walls. A sturdy
wooden staircase without railings led up to the second floor.

 "There are six rooms upstairs, three on each side ofthe house. You may use the first room on the right
side," Tristan told Bettina.

 "After I bathe, will we be leaving?"

 "We will eat first. But you can take your time, for Ihave to see about the provisions."

 Tristan ordered a caldron of water to be heated over the fire, and left. Bettina put aside her annoyance
atTristan's evasiveness and turned to Madeleine.

 "Thecapitaine said we could use the first room onthe right. It will be good to have a bath after being so
long at sea."

 "It certainly will," Madeleine replied. "But I want tosee to the meal first."

 "Very well," Bettina said and started for the stairs.

 At the top of the stairs was a short corridor brightlyilluminated by windows on both sides, one side
lookingout on the beautiful courtyard garden on the roof, andthe other side looking down on the green
lawns behindthe house. The corridor continued into both wings, with bedroom doors on one side of the
passage and windowslooking out on the garden on the other side.

 Bettina walked into the large bedroom Tristan hadsaid she might use. It looked comfortable, but there
wasdust on everything, including the thick green-and-yellowquilted bedspread. There was a very large
black-green-and-yellow Oriental rug that almost completely coveredthe floor. A large sea chest was at
the foot of the big four-poster bed, and two chairs, covered in light-greenvelvet, stood against a wall.
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 The room had no fireplace, but Bettina supposedthere would be no need for one in such a warm climate.
The window overlooking the lawn had a wonderful view of the horned mountain in the far distance. But
Bettinawas disappointed to see that the mountain was still dark and brooding.

 She went to the large chest at the foot of the bed andopened it, but it was empty. There was an
intricately carved folding screen in one corner that hid a fairlylarge tub. Bettina ran her ringer along the
rounded topedge of the screen to remove the dust, then laid her dresses over it. She set her silver comb
on the tablebeside the bed, then stripped the heavy cover off the bedand shook it out, watching the dust
particles float in theair. She put the spread back and dusted the rest of thefurniture with her hands until
young Joey, the cabinboy, entered the room with the first buckets of warm water, Madeleine following
him with towels and soap.

 With the door open, Bettina could hear the sound offemale giggling coming from the first floor. "Are
thereother women here?" she asked in surprise.

 "Yes. A couple of girls from the village just came,"Madeleine replied, "to help in the kitchen. They're
pretty girls, golden-skinned, dark-haired. They speakSpanish."

 "Really?" Bettina said. "I thought Saint Martin wasoccupied only by the French and Dutch."

 "Apparently not, my pet."

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

 The water was pleasantly warm, and Bettina lazilywatched the floating soap bubbles, intending tosoak
for hours. She didn't hear the door open, and shestarted when Tristan folded the screen and set it against
the wall. He stood looking down at her for a moment,but her hair floated in the water around her, hiding
what he had hoped to see.

 "Get out of here!" Bettina snapped. But he walked to the bed and sat down facing her. She wished now
that she hadn't dusted the spread. "Leave now or I—Iwill scream!"

 Tristan laughed heartily. "You should know by nowthat your screams will not bring help. But I came here
to talk—nothing else."

 "We have nothing more to talk about," she said, "except returning me to my betrothed. And that canwait
until I have finished my bath. So please leave."
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 "This is my room, and I choose to stay."

 "Your room!"

 "Yes. And I would prefer you remained where you are."

 "Why?" she demanded.

 "Because you're at a disadvantage, and that is theway I want you."

 "I do not understand."

 "You see, Bettina, this is not only my room. This ismy house. And we will be staying here for a while."

 "But you—you must be mad to tell me this! Youknow I will inform thecomte, and he will come after
you."

 "How so?" Tristan asked, amused.

 "You live on the same island. It will not be hard tofind this house again."

 "Ah, Bettina." He sighed heavily. "Is it so hard foryou to accept the obvious? No one will ever be able to
find my house. This is not Saint Martin, but only onesmall, uncivilized island among many."

 "No! You are lying to me again!"

 "I speak the truth—you have my word. I changedcourse a week ago. I know that you don't like it, but
you might as well accept it. We will stay here a month—perhaps two."

 "No—no! I will not stay here with you! Why did youchange course? Or did you never intend to take me
toSaint Martin?"

 "I didn't lie to you at first. I simply changed my mindand decided to come home for a while. We were
headedhere when your ship was sighted. We have been at seafor two years, and my crew needs a rest. I
will still takeyou to your betrothed if you wish. But you must con­sider this your home for the time being."

 "No—I will not stay here!"

 "Where will you go, little one?"
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 "You spoke of a village—I will go there," she saidhaughtily.

 "You won't find any help in the village, Bettina. TheAwawaks are peaceful farmers, but they distrust the
white man. A hundred and fifty years ago, the Spanishused them mercilessly to mine for silver, and none
sur­vived but a dozen families who had escaped to hide inthe foothills. When the island was drained of its
worth,the Spaniards left, and the runaways returned to thedeserted village. When I first found this island,
Iclaimed this house as my own and decided to make it my home. We deal fairly with the Indians and
trade for what we want. They speak some Spanish and havelearned a little English since my coming, but
they won'thelp you. And even if they did, I would find you and bring you back here."

 "Why did you decide to bring me here, Tristan?"Bettina asked, trying to stay calm. "You would have
delayed only two weeks by taking me to Saint Martin,and would have gained much gold.Mon Dieu, I
was so happy—thinking I would never have to look upon youagain. Why did you change your mind?"

 "We were coming home for pleasure and relaxation, and you are my greatest pleasure," he replied softly,
then stood up to leave. "Finish your bath, little one,and then come downstairs. The food should be
ready."

 "Tristan, you will have no more pleasure at my ex­pense," she said, her eyes dark with loathing.

 "We shall see," he returned.

 "No, we shallnot see! If you insist upon raping me again, I will find the means to escape you again. I give
you my word!"

 "And I give youmy word that I will keep you prison­er here if I have to!" Tristan shouted, finally losing
hispatience. He left the room and slammed the door behindhim.

 •       *      *
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 Bettina's hair was still damp when she came downthe stairs an hour later. She had braided her hair intoa
long plait and wore her dress of lilac cotton. Made­leine left the table and met her at the foot of the stairs.

 "Jules told me we will be staying here for some time,"she whispered. "I am so sorry, Bettina. You must
beterribly upset."

 "I have nothing to be upset about," Bettina saidcalmly. "I don't have to stay here."

 "What do you mean?"

 "I mean that if that arrogant fool touches me again,I will run away." She glanced at Tristan, who was
sitting at the table staring at her, and smiled coquettishly athim.

 "Bettina, you must not do anything rash," Madeleinesaid fearfully.

 "I do not intend to!" Bettina snapped, but stoppedat the sight of her servant's stricken face. "I'm sorry,
Maddy. I am forever taking my anger out on you. Youmust forgive me."

 "I know," said Madeleine. "You have changed muchsince you have been with thecapitaine, and I
under­stand why. I would rather you took your anger out on me. If you show anger to him, it could
endanger your life."

 "Have no fear, Maddy. He will not kill me. It is justthat he inflames me so with rage, and he has yet to
pay the price. Sometimes my emotions are so strong thatthey scare me."

 "But Bettina,why do you hate him so?"

 "Why? I—never mind. Come, he grows impatient."

 They walked to the long table, and Bettina took theempty chair beside Tristan. Madeleine went to the
kitchen area, leaving Bettina with Tristan, the mancalled Casey on her right, and Jules, who was sitting
across from her.
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 "Bettina, I'd like you to meet my good friend, Captain O'Casey."

 She glanced at Tristan, turned to the tall man sittingbeside her, and was met by a friendly smile. Casey
was still a handsome man, though he seemed twice her age, she thought. His red hair was graying slightly
at thetemples, but his body was healthy and muscular.

 "I've been talking with your servant,mademoiselle,and she tells me you are French," Casey said in that
language.

 Bettina was delighted to hear her native language,though he spoke it with an odd, Irish accent. She
smiled beguilingly at him as an idea came to her.

 "Is it your ship I saw in the cove,Capitaine O'Ca­sey?" she asked.

 "That it is, lass. But please call me Casey, as my friends do."

 "I would be happy to, Casey. Will you be stayinghere long?" she continued.

 "Perhaps another day or so. I was on my way toTortuga, when I encountered a Spanish galleon. I
stopped here to make a few repairs."

 "When you leave, could you take me with you?"Bettina asked, still in French.

 "But why do you want to leave?" Casey asked, frown­ing.

 "Please—I cannot stay here!" Bettina pleaded. "Ifyou will take me to my betrothed, he will pay you
hand­somely."

 "And what is this lucky man's name?"

 "Enough!" Tristan bellowed, making Bettina jump.

 She turned, noticing Madeleine's pale face and Jules's amused one, but Tristan was decidedly angry.

 "If you wish to continue your conversation, you willdo so in English," he said.

 "But why?" Bettina asked innocently.

 "Because, my little one, I don't trust you!"
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 Jules's laughter shook the table.

 Tristan glared at him and said, "What, may I ask,do you find so amusing, Bandelaire?"

 Ignoring Tristan, Jules turned to Casey. "My youngfriend here has good reason not to trust the wench,"
hesaid. "She tried to kill him once, and he probablythought that she was conniving with you to try again."

 "Not exactly," said Tristan, his anger gone. "She hasthoughts of escape, and I have no doubt that she will
try to enlist your aid, Casey. For reasons of her own,the lady doesn't care for my company. I, on the
other hand, enjoy hers extremely. I tell you now that she ismine by right of capture. The spoils of war,
more or less."

 "I am not!" Bettina stormed, coming to her feet.

 "Sit down, Bettina!" Tristan ordered harshly. "Wouldyou prefer I explained the situation in simpler
terms?"

 "No!"

 "As I said, Casey, she is mine," Tristan continued."No one touches her, and no one takes her from me."

 "Have you marriage in mind, lad?" Casey inquired.

 "No. You should know there is no room in my life for marriage," Tristan replied.

 "That I know. So you've not yet found Don Miguelde Bastida, then?" Casey asked.

 "No."

 "How many years have you been searching now?"

 "Twelve. Not that I'm counting. I'm beginning tothink that someone might have reached him before me.
He has many enemies."

 "True, but I think he's still alive," Casey replied. "Italked with a sailor in Port Royal, who escaped a
Spanishprison by the grace of God. He had a horrid tale to re­late, but the man who sent him to that
death hole wasthe same man you seek."

 "Did the sailor say more?" Tristan asked, excitementin his voice. "Where was Bastida last seen?"

  

  

  

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


  

  

  

  

 "The trial took place in Cartagena three years ago.And the man had not seen Bastida since."

 "Blast it! When will I find that murderer? When?" Tristan stormed.

 "You won't be findin' him here, lad. Of that I amsure," Casey said, looking at Bettina.

 "No, you're right, I won't find him here," Tristan re­plied softly. He gazed at Bettina for a long moment,
anodd mixture of emotions crossing his face. "But thesearch can wait for a few months."

 The conversation died when the two Indian serving girls carried large platters of food to the table. They
were as pretty as Madeleine had said, with long, silkyblack hair and brilliant black eyes. They wore
brightlycolored full skirts and low-cut blouses, but no shoes.They looked much alike, probably sisters,
she thought,and they both shot Bettina curious glances as they putthe food on the table.

 Bettina turned her attention to the food. She passed up the ship's fare of dried beans and salted meat,
butgorged on fresh, exotic fruit that she had never tastedbefore.

 The crew drifted in, one by one, to eat also. Bettinawondered who this Bastida was, and reminded
herselfto ask Tristan about him later.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 'ETTINA asked Tristan if she could walk on thegrounds and was a bit surprised when he nodded his
assent. She left by the front door, walked to the sideof the house and around it. As she scanned the edge
ofthe forest, she saw a corral just inside a clearing beyondthe trees. She walked there slowly, unbraiding
her hairas she went to let it dry in the breeze.

 At the edge of the forest, a path led the few feet tothe corral. There were seven horses inside, and one
beautiful white stallion that caught her eye. She beck­oned to him, but he shied away from her as the
others did.
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 Bettina wished that she knew how to ride. Her father,Andree, had insisted it was not proper for women.
Butit shouldn't be too difficult to learn, she thought, if thehorses were tame.

 A soft crackling of twigs made Bettina tense, andshe turned abruptly, thinking to find Tristan. But a man
with coal-black hair was coming quickly down theforest path. He edged his way around her, blocking the
path to the house.

 "If this ain't my day of days," the man smirked."Where'd you come from, girl?"

 "I—I came from the—"

 "Never you mind," he chuckled. "I should've known better than to question a gift from heaven."

 He started to approach her with his hands out­stretched, and Bettina panicked. He was stocky in build,
with bulging arms, and was a bit taller than she. It wasnot hard to guess his intent, and she was able to
screamonce before he reached her and clasped his hand overher mouth.

 "What're you scared of, wench? I'll not hurt you.What I've in mind don't hurt none," he laughed, hold­ing
her to him tightly. "We'll just go a little farther intothe trees, just in case someone happens to come this
way."

 Bettina was desperate now. She could think of only one thing that might protect her, and she prayed that
itwould work. She jerked her head away from his chest.

 "You do not understand,monsieur —I am Tristan'swoman!"

 The man released her and backed away warily, hiseyes filled with uncertainty. "Captain Tristan ain't on
the island," he said nervously; then he looked her upand down and grinned.

 "He—he is at the house. We came this morning,"Bettina said hastily.

 "I think perhaps you're lying to me, girl."

 "Please,monsieur! I would not want to see you diebecause of me."

 "Die? How so?"

 "Tristan has sworn to kill any man who touches me."

 "That don't sound like Captain Tristan. He don't givea damn about women, and that proves you're lying,
girl. Even so, you might just be worth dying for."

 He grabbed her again before she had a chance to run.Bettina struggled fiercely, pounding the man with
herfists while he sought her lips. And then, suddenly, hewas lifted away from her and thrown forcefully to
the ground.

 "You blasted whoreson! I'll—" the man shouted, butstopped short when he turned over and saw Tristan
standing above him, dark with rage.

 "He did no harm, Tristan," Bettina said quickly."You cannot kill him for no reason!"
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 "He tried to rape you! You call that no reason?"Tristan bellowed.

 "But he did not," she replied weakly.

 "What have you to say, Brown?"

 "She said you came in this morning, Captain, but Ididn't believe her. None of your crew has been to the
village. I thought she was lying when she said she wasyour woman. Honest, Captain Tristan, if I had
knownshe was yours, I wouldn't have touched her."

 "You haven't seen your captain, then?"

 "No. I just came from the village now."

 "Very well. Since you're Casey's first mate, I'll let it go at that. But I give you warning now, Brown.
Don't ever come near this one again," Tristan said, nodding to Bettina. "Now go and find your captain. I
believe he's taken the other path to the village."

 "Thank you, Captain Tristan," Brown said. He leftquickly, without another glance at Bettina.

 "I would also like to thank you, Tristan, for comingin time," Bettina said quietly.

 He walked to her slowly, forcing her back against thefence with his nearness. He took her in his arms,
andhis lips found hers in a hard, forceful kiss. Bettina melted in his arms for a moment, letting him have his
way with her. But then she regained control and pushedhim away.

 "I did not escape one rape, Tristan, only to be indanger of another!" Bettina snapped, angry at herselffor
responding to him.

 "You didn't escape rape, little one; you were rescuedfrom it. I only thought you would wish to thank me
properly."

 "I have thanked you already."

 "So you have. Now tell me, why did you defendBrown when he nearly raped you, when you would kill
me for doing the same?" Tristan asked.

 "Because he did not rape me. Butyou have—manytimes! You have tricked me, lied to me, and used me.
I hate you, Tristan, with all my being, and I will yet haverevenge!" she stormed, her eyes flashing
dangerously.

 "Must I again fear for my life, little one?" Tristanasked, smiling at her.

 "You do not take me seriously, Tristan, but you will one day. As for my revenge, it will wait until I
escapeyou."

 He laughed derisively. "And how do you propose totake this revenge you speak of?"

 "I will find a way."
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 "Such hate from my woman. And by your own words—youare my woman," he reminded her.

 "I am not!"

 "What? Do you deny it now? Do you admit it toeveryone but me?"

 "You know why I told him that! But it seems you arenot as feared as you like to think,Capitaine Tristan,
forthe man still persisted," Bettina said. She turned andwalked away from him toward the house.

 "Maddy, will you stay with me tonight?" Bettinaasked nervously. She was sitting in the middle of the big
brass bed, with her hands clasped tightly in her lap. "Ifhe forces me to sleep with him again, I swear I will
runaway."

 Bettina had moved her things into the room at theend of the hall. They had cleaned this room in the after­
noon, while the two Indian girls had cleaned the restof the house. Bettina would have preferred to move
to the opposite wing, but Jules had taken one room, and Captain O'Casey and Madeleine had the others.
Tristanwanted privacy on his side of the house.

 "I will stay with you if I can, Bettina, but I do notthink thecapitaine will allow it."

 "You could say that I am sick," Bettina ventured."That something I ate disagreed with me."

 "I could say that, but Tristan would be suspicious.You do not look sick," said Madeleine.

 "Then you must not let him in the room."

 "Bettina, he is thecapitaine, and although I don't fearhim as much as before, you forget that he is the one
who rules here. He holds our lives in his hands."

 "How many times must I tell you—he will not killus!" Bettina said with exasperation. "He has given his
word to me that eventually he will take us to Saint Martin."

 "Why do you still resist him, Bettina?" Madeleineasked, changing the subject. "He is a handsome young
man. Even the Comte de Lambert is not so handsome and virile as this one. It would be much easier on
youif you gave in. And it would be no disgrace, my pet,since he gives you no choice."

 Bettina was astonished. "He uses my body, eventhough he knows I detest him! I would prefer any other
man to him!"

 "He rapes you because you resist him. He wants you,that is all. I thought you would have accepted your
situation by now," Madeleine said, ignoring Bettina'sanger. "Tristan treats you better than a husband
would —he gives you much. He even continues to shave hisbeard for you. Jules told me how furious
Tristan waswhen he cut his beard."

 Bettina smiled despite herself, for that was one battleshe had won without even trying. She remembered
thenight after Tristan had shaved his beard, and the angryscowl on his face when he saw the bright red
marks hisstubble left on her face. The red marks disappearedafter a short time, and they didn't hurt, but
Tristan didn't know this. He stormed at her for making him shave his beard in the first place, mumbling
that now he would have to continue to do so. It was either that or abstain from making love to her until
his beard wassoft again.
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 Now he shaved late in the day, whenever he was ofa mind to take her, which gave Bettina warning well
inadvance. And Tristan had shaved before dinner thisday.

 "Please, Maddy, you have to stay with me tonight,"Bettina pleaded, going back to the subject at hand.

 "Even if Tristan allows it tonight, what of tomor­row?"

 "I will think of something else tomorrow. It is thisnight that I fear," Bettina replied. "Go now, and tell
Tristan that I am ill. Tell him I want you to stay withme. But go before he comes to find me."

 "Very well," Madeleine sighed. "I will try. You hadbetter get into bed while I am gone."

 Madeleine closed the door and took a deep breathbefore she started down the dimly lit corridor. She
justcouldn't understand why Bettina hated Tristan so much.She seemed to find a distinct pleasure in
hating him—she came to life whenever they argued, as if she thrived on their battles.

 Madeleine would help Bettina if she could, but shedoubted whether she would succeed. Bettina had
becomean obsession with the young captain, and the more sheresisted him, the more he wanted her.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 She descended the stairs and slowly approached the table where the men were drinking. A couple of
Tris­tan's men were downing large tankards of rum, and the man Jake Brown, whom she had met earlier,
was seated with Captain O'Casey.

 "Where is Bettina?" Tristan asked when he sawMadeleine standing beside his chair.

 "She is in bed—she does not feel well," Madeleinesaid, wiping her hands on her skirt.

 "What's the matter with her?" Tristan inquired, rais­ing an eyebrow.

 "I think it is perhaps something she has eaten,Capitaine.But I insist you let me stay with her thisnight. She
needs me."

 "She does, eh? Well, that won't be necessary," Tris­tan replied. He left his chair and started for the
stairs.

 "But,Capitaine —"
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 "Sit down,madamel" Jules cut her off sharply."Your lady is Tristan's responsibility. If she needs look­ing
after he can do it. Although I don't think that'swhat she needs."

 "You keep insinuating that Bettina needs a beating,"Madeleine said angrily. "I suppose you would like to
be the one to inflict it!"

 "Now, now, settle down," Jules said, surprised atMadeleine's sudden outburst. "I wouldn't touch your
lady. Tristan would have my head if I did. It is just that he is too soft with her. He's let her have her way
too much, and now she thinks she can get away withanything."

 "You forget that Tristan still has to rape her," Made­leine whispered so no one else would hear.

 "Exactly. That's why I say she needs a good beating."

 Tristan opened the door to his room, but when hefound it empty, he guessed Bettina's game. He crossed
to the room next to his and found it empty also; thenhe went to the last door and opened it slowly. She
wascurled up under the covers on the far side of the bed,with her head resting on one hand. But she sat
up when she heard him, her hair falling gloriously about hershoulders.

 "This is not your room, little one," he said quietly.He closed the door and leaned against it.

 "Then I have no room," she returned icily. "Wouldyou prefer me to sleep outside?"

 "No, I prefer you to sleep with me," he replied witha slow curling of his lips.

 "Well,that, Tristan, I will not do!" Bettina snapped,her green eyes dark with fury.

 "Your servant tells me you don't feel well," said Tristan. "You seem rather spirited to be ill." His grin
widened, and he crossed to the bed, sitting down on the edge."Are you ill, Bettina?"

 "Yes!" she hissed angrily. "But I will not discuss mycomplaint with you."

 "I think perhaps you're lying to me. But on the slight chance that you're not, I will get you some sour
milk. Itshould relieve your stomach of its contents in no time at all."

 "Thank you, but no," she returned, her chin tilteddefiantly. "I would prefer to sleep if you don't mind—
undisturbed."

 "But I insist that you have a cure, Bettina."

 "You can save your insisting for your crew," shesaid, edging to the opposite side of the bed. "I told you
before, Tristan, that I will not take orders from you.Now where is Maddy? I want her to stay with me to­
night."

 "She is downstairs, but she won't be staying with youthis night. Or any other night, for that matter. It
wouldbe rather uncomfortable to fit the three of us in my bed," Tristan chuckled.

 "I am staying here!"
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 "You should have learned by now that it is pointlessto argue with me. Now, will you come peaceably, or
do I carry you to my room?"

 "You must know better than to ask that question. Iwill never go peaceably to your bed! Never!" she
cried. She tried to scramble from the covers.

 But Tristan reached out, grabbed a handful of herflowing white-blond hair, and pulled her back across
the bed. With a quick sweep of his arms, he picked herup and carried her swiftly back to his room. He
dropped her on his bed, then went back to close the door. Whenhe turned around, he saw Bettina jump
from the bed, looking frantically about the room for a place to hide.

 For a moment, she seemed like a frightened little rabbit, and Tristan was tempted to forget his need for
her this night. But the murderous glint in her eyesstruck him like a slap in the face and renewed his
de­termination to have her.

 "There is no escape, Bettina," he said, and began toremove his clothing.

 She ran to the window, then looked back at him, herface a mask of fury. "I will jump!"

 "No, you won't. You have everything to live for, in­cluding taking your revenge against me." He sighed,
shaking his head. "Why do you fight me so, Bettina?"

 "Because of your deceit, your lies, and because youcontinue to rape me!"

 "You have just lied to me about being ill, yet I don'tseek revenge against you."

 "No? Then why are you keeping me here, Tristan?"she asked.

 "Certainly not for revenge," he replied. "If I were tooffer you marriage—what, then?"

 "I would not marry you for all the riches in theworld!" she said heatedly, then added in a curiouslylevel
voice, "But you do not offer marriage, Tristan."

 "No, I don't. But I don't beat you, Bettina, and Igive you anything you need. I ask only that you let me
make love to you. De Lambert would not treat youbetter than I." His voice held a surprising note of ten­
derness.

 "Perhaps not. But at leasthe will not have to rape me," she taunted.
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 Tristan's eyes narrowed, and he scowled darkly. "He doesn't have you yet, Bettina."

  

  

  

  

  

 Pale moonlight touched the rug by the windowand filled the room with a gray light when Tristanblew out
the candles. It was a long time before he finally went to sleep. Bettina was grateful that he slept on his
back, for the sound of his snoring covered up her move­ments about the room. She eased herself from
the bedwithout disturbing him, and quickly donned her dark violet dress, keeping her eyes on Tristan all
the while.

 I told you I would run away if you raped me again,Bettina thought. But you did not believe me. No, you
had to force your lust on me again. Well, you will awake in the morning and I will be gone. And you will
never find me, Tristan.

 Bettina closed the door without a sound and cautious­ly made her way downstairs. She had assumed
shewould have to step over the sleeping bodies of the crew in the big dining hall, but there was no one
about. She supposed they were either in the village or sleeping onthe ship.

 Bettina set out across the lawn, with only single-minded determination and outrage spurring her on. She
was surprised by the brightness of the moonlight. Butsudden apprehension came over her when she saw
the black mass of trees before her, knowing that was thedirection she must take.

 The moon was slightly behind her, making it easy forher to find the wide path leading into the forest, but
once she was inside, only a few pale rays of moonlight lit the ground with speckled patches of gray. It
wasbarely enough light for her to see the corral and theseven horses within.

 Bettina had to stop and think. She had to have some kind of plan. She glanced back through the trees
andcould see the large house quite clearly. She could seeno light from any of the windows, and all was
quiet.

 Tristan was obviously still sleeping soundly, and heprobably would until morning, but she needed a lot of
time to put enough distance between them. He wouldtake one of the horses to come after her, and would
catch her quickly if she were on foot. So she must takeone of the horses for herself.

 Bettina braided her hair quickly in two long plaitsand tied them into a knot at the back of her neck. Then
she crossed to the corral fence and looked for a gate. The fence was made of long wooden planks nailed
to wooden posts, and formed a large, clumsy circle, but she could see no gate. She tried lifting the top
plank,but it wouldn't budge. Taking a deep breath, Bettinamoved to the next pair of planks, and this time
the top one moved. It was quite heavy, and she had to use bothher arms to lift the board from its
supporting bracketsand lower it to the ground.

 One of the horses neighed, and then another, andBettina gasped. The sound seemed to her like a blast
oftrumpets in the still night. She glanced about nervously,trying to see into the black shadows of the
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forest; thenshe looked back toward the house, but there was still nosign of life there. She was aware of
other sounds now:leaves rustling, mosquitoes buzzing, crickets singing, andother sounds she couldn't
identify.

 Take courage, Bettina. Tristan will continue to sleep —he must, she thought. She stepped over the lower
plank and into the corral.

 The white stallion was a soft gray in the darkness,and Bettina edged very slowly toward him. He shied
away from her, and all the horses moved dangerouslyclose to the opening in the fence. She feared for a
mo­ ment that they would all escape, but then they settleddown again.

 This was not going to be easy, Bettina thought, al­most ready to give up. She had no saddle, no bridle,
not even a rope. She would have to catch the horse by his mane, then pull herself up and hope she could
stay on his back. Luckily, he wasn't such a big animal, buthow was she going to catch him if he kept
shying away from her?

 She tried again, moving more slowly this time, beck­oning to him sweetly. She reached her hand out
slowly and gently touched the stallion's neck, talking to him allthe while. Then she moved closer and
rubbed his velvety nose, letting him smell her.

 Bettina continued to talk to him for a while as shestroked his neck, hoping that he would relax and not
rear up when she tried to mount him. She coaxed himthe few feet to the opening in the fence. The other
horses shied away as she passed them, and she prayedher stallion wouldn't move away when she
lowered the remaining plank to the ground. But he stayed behind her, and even remained perfectly still
when she tookhold of his mane. With a jump, she hoisted herself up,lifted one leg over his back, and sat
up straight.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina had already decided against closing the fence,hoping that the other horses would escape during
thenight. Then Tristan would have no horse to follow herwith.

 With a feeling of accomplishment, Bettina gatheredher skirt up and tucked it under her legs, then urged
the stallion forward. She nearly fell when he took his first step, and she grabbed his mane quickly, almost
deciding again to escape on foot instead. But the horsecontinued to walk slowly down the path, and she
sawthat it was not too difficult to stay on his back.

 Looking back, Bettina saw the rest of the horsesleaving the corral and following behind her. She was
sure now that her escape was possible, and thought where she should go next. The obvious place would
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bethe opposite side of the island, but Tristan would also think of this. So that left her with two
choices—eitherthe left or the right side of the island.

 But first she had to locate the village. There was nopoint in trying to find help there, and besides, the
village would probably be the first place Tristan would look. But it could take a week or even longer
before she could hail a passing ship, and she needed to be far awayfrom anyone who might see her and
inform Tristan ofher whereabouts.

 The path turned sharply to the left, but it was stillwide enough to allow moonlight to break through open­
ings in the trees. Bettina looked back. She could nolonger see the house or the corral, only thick black
darkness threatening her on all sides. The other horsesno longer trailed after her, but had wandered off
into theforest.

 Bettina felt as if she were the only person on theentire island. She fought down panic, reminding herself
why she was escaping. Then she realized that she wasleaving Madeleine behind.

 Bettina immediately tried to turn the horse around,but then changed her mind and let the stallion continue
forward along the path. She couldn't take Madeleinewith her. Her only possible chance for success was
toremain perfectly alone in this venture. Madeleinewouldn't have the courage to escape. She was terrified
of horses, for one thing. She would try to dissuade Bettinafrom leaving and might even tell Tristan of her
plans.

 Bettina decided to get safely away and tell her taleto the Comte de Lambert. Then he would come and
rescue Madeleine, and Bettina would have her revengeat the same time. Madeleine would be safe on this
islandfor a while. Despite Tristan's anger, he wouldn't punishMadeleine.

 The fifteen or twenty minutes that the horse ploddedalong the path seemed like hours. Bettina strained
hereyes to see what lay ahead, but the forest was too dense.Then the path turned slightly to the right.
There was alarge clearing, bathed in silver moonlight, and Bettinacould see a dozen thatched huts
crowded closely to­gether.

 She quickly turned the horse around and urged him into a slow canter, straight into the dark gloom of the
forest.

 Bettina had her direction now: the right side of theisland. There was no longer a path to follow, and the
trees were so dense in this part of the forest that thestallion was forced to walk. Bettina hoped the horse
hadbetter eyes than she did, for she could barely see twofeet in front of her.

 The horse walked around trees and thick shrubs,never keeping to a straight line, but Bettina kept him
headed slightly to the left. This would take her to theright side of the island, but farther away from Tristan.

 An hour passed and then several more. Bettina hadno idea how much time she had before dawn, but she
knew she had to gain more distance than this before
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 Tristan awoke. She hoped he would sleep late. No one would disturb him, and anyone who was up and
aboutwould assume that she was in Tristan's room.

 Two more hours passed, and Bettina came upon a thick stand of banana trees that were too dense for
herto pass through. The moon was on the other side of theisland now, but Bettina could see the sky here,
and itwas definitely becoming lighter. She urged the stallioninto a canter to circle around the banana trees.
But then she had to slow down again when she entered forestland again.

 She hoped that Tristan wouldn't be able to travel any faster than she. He might travel along the shoreline,
butthere he would have no idea where to stop and search for her. When she reached the shore, she
would hide inthe forest and wait for a passing ship. Tristan wouldnever find her, no matter how long he
searched.

 She could distinguish color now. Dark reds and yel­lows—flowers that she could smell before but
couldn'tsee. Bettina looked up and saw patches of soft blue sky,tinted with pink and orange now. Birds
began to awaken, and soon the forest was alive with their sweetsongs. It was going to be a beautiful day.

 Then, unexpectedly, a small brown animal ran infront of the stallion. He reared up, sending Bettina
tumbling to the ground and knocking the wind out of her. When she finally sat up, the horse was gone.

 Bettina felt close to tears. She stood up and brushedthe leaves and twigs from her dress. She was at a
loss for direction until she sighted the horned mountainthrough an opening in the trees. She continued
towardthe beach, and soon found that she could make bettertime on foot, now that she could see where
she wasgoing.

 After an hour of half-running, half-walking, Bettinacould hear surf in the near distance. She ran as fast as
she could, dodging trees and low bushes. And then thesun blinded her as she broke out of the forest. She
fellto her knees in the cold sand.

 Bettina lowered her head and after a few momentswas able to still her heavy breathing. When she
looked up again, she couldn't believe what she saw. To the left of the rising sun was a ship, only a mile or
so offshore.

 Without a second thought, Bettina jumped to herfeet and started waving her arms frantically. She called
out, but then thought better of this, for they couldn'thear her, anyway. The ship moved across the sun and
then sailed toward another point on the island.

 Bettina continued to wave, beginning to fear that no one on the ship would see her. Then the vessel
turnedabout and started coming toward her. Bettina sankdown in the sand and started crying.

 She watched impatiently as a small boat was lowered.Scanning the glittering white beach, Bettina feared
thatTristan might appear before the boat had been rowedashore. But after fifteen agonizingly slow
minutes, Bet­tina was safely in the care of Captain William Rawlin-sen and on her way to his ship.
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 'D take you ashore myself, Mademoiselle Verlaine, but picking you up and dropping you here has putme
slightly off my schedule," Captain Rawlinsen said."And it's good business to keep on schedule."

 "It is not necessary,Capitalne. You have been morethan kind already. I am sure I will have no trouble
finding the Comte de Lambert's plantation."

 "No, I don't doubt you will. His is one of the biggestplantations on the island, or so I've been told."

 They stood on the deck as the small boat was low­ered that would take Bettina ashore. She had grown
fond of Captain Rawlinsen in the two weeks it hadtaken to reach Saint Martin. He was an amiable manin
his early fifties, a merchant captain who transported rum and tobacco to the American colonies and
broughtback necessary items unobtainable in the islands.

 Bettina had lied to him about how she had come tobe on Tristan's island. She had said she had fallen
over­board from the ship taking her to Saint Martin and hadswum ashore. He had marveled that she
made it to theshore alive, since there were many sharks and barra­cudas in those waters.

 Bettina had asked Captain Rawlinsen to draw her asmall map showing how to get back to the island.
Shehad explained that it was a beautiful place and shemight one day wish to show it to the Comte de
Lambert. She had the small map tucked safely in the hem of herdress, which she held in her arms along
with her shiftand shoes.

 "I still do not see why you insist upon my wearingthese clothes," Bettina said, pointing to the knee-length
breeches and the baggy white shirt the captain had givenher that morning.

 Captain Rawlinsen smiled. "Billy's clothes fit younicely, child."

 "Nicely? They are huge."

 "That was the idea. They're loose enough to hideyour beauty. Dressed like this, you shouldn't have any
trouble with the sailors who roam the docks." Hepaused, looking at her quizzically. "How on earth did
you manage to hide all your lovely hair under that redscarf?"

 "I was not able to." Bettina laughed. "I have it loosebeneath this shirt and—ah—tucked into these
breeches."She had hoped she would never have to wear a man'sclothes again.
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 The captain laughed now. "Well, at least it's notvisible."

 "But it is quite uncomfortable."

 "It shouldn't take you long to find your betrothed,and then you can change back to your dress. Well, the
boat's down. Rask will take you ashore. And—uh—don't forget to slump over when you walk. No use
show­ing what we've tried to hide."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina smiled and kissed the captain on the cheek, causing him to blush considerably. He helped her
over the side and stood by the rail, watching the small boatrow ashore.

 Bettina walked slowly down the crowded dock, amazed at the bustle and activity. Many ships were
being unloaded. Wagons pulled by stout horses movedback and forth. Four small children were chasing
ascrawny cat around a rubhish pile. This dock was muchmore crowded than Tortola's.

 Bettina tried stopping a sailor, but he didn't evenglance in her direction. She tried again and failed. No
one would pay her any attention at all.

 Stopping to consider what to do next, Bettina scannedthe docks. She noticed two men who were
closely observ­ing three youths begging in front of a store, accostingthe customers as they came and
went. She walked overto the two men, for at least they weren't in any hurryto go somewhere.

 "Excuse me," she ventured.

 They both turned around to look at her. The tallerof the two men was Bettina's height, and he had light-
brown eyes that lit up when he saw her. The other manwas a few inches shorter, with beady little eyes
and ahooked nose that was out of proportion to his face.

 "If you ain't just what me captain ordered," the tallerman said enthusiastically.

 "That he is, Shawn," the other said, eyeing Bettinafrom head to foot.

 Bettina started to back away. She looked from oneman to the other.

 "Wait up, me lad," the man called Shawn said quick­ly. "I be offerin' you the job of cabin boy to me
cap­tain."
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 "You don't understand," Bettina started, but the mangrabbed her arm.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Now, don't be tellin' me you wouldn't like to sail theseas. Tis a fine life, it be."

 "No," Bettina said flatly. She tried to pull her armaway, but the man's grip was like iron.

 "Where's your sense of adventure, lad? You're per­fect for the task. We've seen nothin' but scrawny
youths so far, who'd not last a single voyage. Whatsay you?"

 "No!" she replied again with growing alarm. "Nowrelease me!"

 But he turned her around, pulling her arm behindher back painfully. She couldn't believe that this was
happening with people all around her.

 " 'Tis too bad you've decided to be reluctant, lad, butit makes no difference."

 "You don't—"

 "Say another word and I'll run me blade throughyour back," he growled and bent her arm back farther.
She thought she would faint with the pain. "Captain Mike sent us to find a likely lad, and you're the only
one we've seen. You'll get used to the task soonenough, for Captain Mike ain't hard to please. You'll
even thank me one day, for the sea's a good life."

 They started forward then, with one man on eachside of her, holding onto her arms. Bettina could feelthe
point of a knife pressed into the small of her back.

 They took her to a ship that was loading cargo andpreparing to set sail. The crew was too busy to notice
her as the two men brought her aboard, and fearbegan to take root in her. What if she couldn't get outof
this?

 She was taken to the captain's cabin. The man calledShawn shoved her inside but halted before he
closedthe door. His face was dark as he sheathed his dagger.

 "Old Mike wouldn't like to hear you're reluctant.I give you warnin'," he said in a dangerously even voice.
"If you tell him you don't want to sail, I'll cutyour throat. I hope you understand me, lad, for I'llbe watchin'
you."
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 When the door closed and she was left alone, sheran for the door. She opened it, but Shawn and his
short friend were standing just outside the cabin, so sheclosed the door quickly. This was ridiculous. She
hadbeen kidnapped again, but this time because theythought she was a young boy. Why did she end upin
even worse trouble every time she escaped Tristan?

 Bettina started to pace the floor. She wished thisCaptain Mike would hurry up. Her only hope was to
explain everything and hope that he would let hergo. But what if the ship sailed before he returned tohis
cabin?

 The minutes passed and dragged into hours. Bettinatried the door again, but Shawn was still outside,
watch­ing as he said he would. Would he really kill her ifshe told the captain he'd brought her here by
force?But she couldn't very well become a cabin boy. Thecaptain would soon discover she was a
woman.

 Why was she drawn to misfortune like a moth to fire?First Tristan, then jail, then Tristan again, and now
this. And her betrothed was right here on this veryisland, but she couldn't even seek his help. What ifthis
captain were another man like Tristan?

 The door opened suddenly, and a tall man withflaming red hair came into the cabin. He eyed her
speculatively as he crossed the room and sank into achair behind a littered desk. He was a handsome
manof middle age, but seemed bone-weary.

 "So you're me new cabin boy," he sighed. Even hisvoice sounded tired.

 "No,monsieur," Bettina answered weakly, not know­ing whether to be afraid of him or not.

 "Then what're you doing here?"

 "Two of your men brought me here."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "What for?" he asked, his green eyes staring at herintently.

 "They brought me here to be your cabin boy, but—"

 "But you've changed your mind," he answered forher. "Can I persuade you to reconsider? Me last boy
was washed overboard in a storm, but he was a sicklyyouth. Now you—you look to be a sturdy lad,
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andthere's not time to find another boy as able as you,since we sail tonight. What say you?"

 "It is impossible,Capitaine."

 "If you're worried because you're French, there beno need," he said with a touch of impatience in his
voice. "I have other Frenchies on me ship, so you'llnot be alone. And you speak English well enough.
There'll be a share in the profits for you, and a chancefor advancement."

 "If I were a boy,Capitaine, then I would probablybe tempted by your offer."

 "If you were a boy? What nonsense be this, lad?"

 "I'm not a lad," Bettina replied quickly. "Whenyour men brought me here, they did not give me achance
to explain,Capitaine. I am a girl."

 "A girl?" he asked disbelievingly.

 Bettina became irritated by his doubt, and slowly re­moved the red scarf, then pulled her hair out from
beneath her shirt. "Yes—a girl."

 Captain Mike's sudden laughter startled Bettina,and she stared at him in confusion. "I thought yourface a
bit too pretty for a lad, but I've seen otherswith such faces, so I let it pass. You should dress inthe clothes
of your sex, lass, to avoid confusion." Greenlights seemed to dance in his eyes as he spoke.

 "I am not in the habit of wearing men's clothes,Capitaine. I was advised to dress this way so I would
not attract attention."

 "But attract attention you did. So me men haveresorted to impressing young lasses! I am sorry foryour
inconvenience, lass.""Then I can go?"

 "Yes, and go quickly, before I forget how tired I am. But hide your lovely hair again, me dear. Youhad
best leave the same as you came."

 Bettina did as he asked, relief flooding her as shetied the scarf behind her head. The captain stoodup and
walked her to the door; then he lifted herhand and kissed it very tenderly.

 "It has been a pleasure I will long remember, lass.Godspeed."

 When Bettina stepped back into the blinding sun­light, she suddenly remembered the man Shawn andthe
warning he had given her. She looked about thedeck quickly and saw him standing only a few feet from
her. Her green eyes widened at his angry glare,and she glanced back at the captain's cabin, but hehad
already closed the door.

 "So you told him, did you!" Shawn growled. He drew his dagger and held it rigidly in his righthand as he
started to approach her. "I warned you, lad,that I did."

 Bettina gasped, and her face turned a snowy white.The men on deck stopped what they were doing,
think­ing to witness a bloody fight, but Bettina didn't notice this. No words would come from her mouth,
not evena scream, as she stood paralyzed. The man Shawnseemed to be moving in slow motion.

 Run, Bettina screamed in her mind. Run, for God'ssake, run! And then her legs finally moved and con­
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tinued to move in a blind panic, as if they were nolonger a part of her body. She ran down the gang­
plank and halfway down the dock, but she could hearthe man right behind her.

 She stumbled then and fell flat on her face, but theman had been so close to her that he tumbled overher
and went sprawling yards away. Bettina jumped toher feet with lightning speed and ran toward the town,
bumping into people in her flight. She couldn't evenstop to seek help, for she was sure the man would
knife her before she could utter a word. She had tooutrun him. She had to find a place to hide.

 She ran down streets, going deeper into town, but thefarther she ran, the more deserted the streets
became,and she could still hear the man panting and gruntingbehind her. Why didn't he give up?

 Then Bettina ran straight into the arms of anotherman.

 "Release me!" she screamed and struggled fran­tically, but this new man held her firmly against him.

 "You," the man who held her whispered with amaze­ment.

 Bettina looked up at him, and her eyes widened in recognition. This was the French sailor who had been
whipped because of her on theWindsong. Before shecould speak, he had shoved her behind him and
pulleda glittering knife. Shawn had reached them, and in hisanger he immediately slashed at the
Frenchman with hisdagger.

 Bettina knew she should make her escape, but shestood frozen against the front of a building, hypnotized
by the flashing blades in the sunlight. The sailor whohad suffered so cruelly because of her was now pro­
tecting her, and she couldn't bring herself to leavehim.

 The Frenchman was taller than Shawn, stockier inbuild, and Shawn was exhausted from the chase. But
the smaller man had anger on his side, and he was de­termined to win. Blood appeared on both men,
thenmore of it as the blades struck flesh and did theirdamage. And then the Frenchman's blade sank into
Shawn's shoulder, rendering his right arm useless. Aclosed fist to Shawn's jaw sent him crashing against
the building, where he fell in a heap to the ground.

 "Come." The Frenchman took Bettina's hand andpulled her behind him down the street until he cameto
an old building. He took her inside, and, withoutencountering anyone, he marched her up a flight ofstairs
to a room on the second floor.

 Bettina couldn't believe that she was safe. She hadcome so close to dying, so very close, and she began
totremble as relief flooded her. She collapsed into theonly chair in the room.

 When her breathing returned to normal and her heart slowed to a regular beat, Bettina took note ofher
surroundings. The room was very small and dark, and besides the wooden chair she was sitting in, there
was only a washstand and a single bed with rumpled covers. One window looked out over a narrow
alley,but the next building blocked all sunlight.

 The French sailor lit a candle on the washstand.There were many small cuts on his arms and chest, and
blood was dripping to the floor from his righthand, where one finger was nearly severed. Bettina was
appalled and quickly stood up to offer help. Thebundle in her lap fell to the floor, and she was amazedto
find that she still her her clothes with her. Shepicked up the bundle and set it on the chair, then
approached the Frenchman.

 "Your hand,monsieur, needs bandaging."
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 He focused his dark-brown eyes on her, and she wastaken aback by the hatred she saw in them.

 "Because of you my back is forever scarred. Whatmatters a finger also? It will be adequately paid for,"
he said in a brittle voice. "I am Antoine Gautier,mademoiselle,in case you would like to know the nameof
the man who is going to kill you."

 Bettina felt stark terror when she grasped the mean­ing of his words. She ran for the door, but the man
made no move to stop her. The door was locked. Sheturned back around to face him, her eyes wide.

 "Unlock this door!" she screamed in panic.

 He laughed at her, a contemptuous, cruel laugh."Now you know how I felt when they tied me to the
mast. Not a pleasant feeling, is it,mademoiselle?"

 "Why are you doing this? Why?"

 "That is a foolish question to ask, my fine lady,but I will gladly answer it. You see, I have dreamedof
killing you. I have prayed to have you deliveredinto my hands, and now you will suffer tenfold whatI did.
I will not kill you immediately, MademoiselleVerlaine, for that would be too merciful, and I feelno mercy.
You will beg me to end your life beforeI am through, but your death will come by slow de­grees by
starvation and torture. But first I will havewhat I was whipped for desiring, many times."

 Bettina's mind refused to accept his words. This wasa nightmare.

 "What were you whipped for, Monsieur Gautier?"

 He looked at her in surprise. "You are a calm one,but not for long. I was whipped for my intentions,for
something I never got to do. But I will lhave pay­ment now, and then some."

 "But why must you kill me also?"

 "Because you could have stopped them from whip­ping me, but you did not!" he growled at her.

 "But I did try to stop them. I pleaded with thecapitaine!"

 "Lies come easily when your life is threatened. Donot mistake me for a fool,mademoiselle!" he snarled,
and started to unfasten his thin belt.

 Bettina watched him with disbelieving eyes, andsomething snapped in her.

 "Go ahead—rape me!" she screamed, her eyes wildand glazed. "Kill me! I should have died in the street
by Shawn's blade, anyway! I don't care anymore. Doyou hear? I don't care!"

 Bettina started to laugh, an hysterical, unearthly,shrill sound that resounded in the small room. Antoine
Gautier backed away from her warily.

 "You are a crazy woman!" he said in a raggedvoice as he edged toward the door. "You have suffered
nothing yet, but already your mind snaps. There can beno pleasure in starting now. I will wait until you
haveregained your senses, so you will be aware of everythingI intend to do. I will be back!" he hissed
throughclenched teeth. He left the room and locked the doorbehind him.
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 Bettina fell to her knees on the floor. Violent sobsracked her body. It was a long while before she
quietedto soft whimpering. She was a child again, and imagined she was in a large room at the convent,
filled with manybeds. She lay on one of those beds in the dark, crying silently for loneliness because her
mother had been powerless to prevent her being sent to the convent. A sister came and talked quietly to
her, words that weregentle and understanding. And they finally lulled herto sleep.

  

  

  

 Thousandsof stars were like flickering candlesagainst a velvet curtain of black. Somewhere on Saint
Martin, the sailor Antoine Gautier was drinking himself into forgetfulness, but in his lodgings in thetrashiest
part of town, Bettina slept on, undisturbedby the bugs and mice in the room.

 It was well after sunrise when Bettina's eyes opened.
She stared in confusion at her strange surroundings.
Was this a room in that old fortress that Tristan had
taken her to? But she had escaped that beautiful island,
hadn't she? Yes, she had escaped and been brought
to Saint Martin. She had gone in search of her be­
trothed, but then ... then           

 "No!" she gasped as she remembered everything. "My God, no!"

 Why did she have to remember? It would havebeen kinder if she had lost her mind completely,rather
than sit here and count the minutes until AntoineGautier returned. What kind of horrible tortures did he
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have planned for her? She was already weak from hunger, and she would get weaker. Was he going to
leave her here to starve? No, he would want a morecomplete revenge than that. He would be back.

 "Oh, Tristan, why can't you rescue me this time?But I fear I was too clever for you. You are hundreds of
miles away, searching for me on the island, if youhaven't given up by now."

 What was she thinking? She didn't wanthim to rescueher! Bettina looked about the dismal room and felt
the tears well in her eyes. Anything would be preferableto what Antoine Gautier planned for her, even life
with Tristan. But Tristan wasn't here to help her, andthat left only one alternative, a quick death.

 With her mind set on her only solution, Bettina gotup and slowly walked to the open window. There was
no balcony outside, not even a ledge that might lead toanother window.

 Below her to the right was a small awning over aback door, but directly below the window was a pileof
firewood. The pile was large, with cut branchessticking up in all directions like pointed spears. Therewas
certain death waiting for her in that pile ofbranches, a quick death.

 Bettina lifted her legs out of the window and satthere for a moment, savoring her last minutes of life.She
smiled ironically, thinking that she had run away from the handsomest man she had ever met. She hadleft
him for this.

 "Oh, Bettina, you have been such a fool," she saidaloud with a heartfelt sigh.

 She released her hold on the sides of the window andtook a deep breath. All she had to do was lean
forwardand that would be the end. But a part of her still clungto life, even though that life meant
prolonged torture,and she climbed back into the room.

 You have to jump, Bettina. I can't. You could screamfor help. No, that would bring Antoine Gautier,
andI would still have to jump. Then jump away from thatpile of branches.

 She looked out the window again, but the pile was justtoo large to avoid.

 "The awning!"

 Bettina threw her bundle of clothes out the window;then she climbed out herself until she hung
precarious­ly by her hands from the windowsill. She tried to reachthe awning with her foot but struck
only air. She sawher mistake now. She should have stooped on the win­dowsill and jumped toward the
awning. But it was toolate, for she was too weak to pull herself back up.

 One hand slipped, and her body twisted away fromthe building. She groped frantically with her free arm,
and she caught the sill just as her other hand slipped.Her body twisted the other way, giving her a clear
view of the awning. It looked impossible to reach from her position, for it was at least six feet belowher
and two feet away. But she had to reach it. It washer only chance to live.

 It was more difficult this time to turn her bodyback so she could reach the sill, but she finally madeit. She
knew she had only a few more seconds beforeboth of her hands gave way, but she remained calm.Using
her feet to hold herself away from the roughwall of the building, she swung herself back andforth.

 She was still reluctant to let go, but consoled her­self with the thought that she would have died, anyway.
She swung away once more, then back toward hertarget. She let go. She landed on her knees in the
middle of the old canvas awning and quickly grabbedthe sides, but her weight toppled the rotted
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supports andshe slammed full force into the closed door, then slidthe few feet to the ground.

 Bettina gasped for air, then didn't know whetherto laugh or cry. She wondered now why she had been
so reluctant to attempt escape. Then she glanced up at the window so very high above her and trembled
at her own daring. But, thank God, she was freeand alive. Now she prayed she could find the Comte de
Lambert without running into any more evil men.

 Bettina pushed herself up, picked up her bundle,then ran to the end of the alley. She cautiously looked
around the side of the building. Antoine Gautier wasweaving drunkenly down the street toward her.
Bettina ducked her head back and pressed against the building. She held her breath as she waited for
Gautier to passthe alley. He staggered past and then tripped andfell only a few feet from her. Bettina
thought shewould faint while she waited in suspense for him to get up.

 He rose slowly to his feet and continued toward theentrance of his building without even glancing in her
direction. Bettina gave him a few minutes to enterthe old inn, which also gave her heart time to slowits
beat. Then she dashed out of the alley and ran down the street in the direction from which Gautier had
come. She stopped the first person she came to, a youngboy, and asked directions to the Lambert
plantation.He told her it was on the outskirts of town, but he in­formed her proudly that he had seen the
comte on thedocks that very morning.

 Bettina continued toward the docks, wishing she wereleaving town instead. When she reached the dock,
shewent up to an old man leaning against an empty crate,whittling on a short stick.

 "Excuse me," Bettina ventured. "Do you know where I can find the Comte de Lambert?"

 "What do you want with him, boy?"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "It is a matter of importance," Bettina replied. Shevowed she would never wear a man's clothing again.

 "Over there." He pointed to a large ship. "De Lam­bert is the one giving orders."

 Bettina hurried on, relieved to find thecomte soquickly. She saw that the ship the man pointed to was
not unloading crates as the others were, but human cargo, black men with their hands and feetshackled
with irons. When she came closer, a fetidodor assailed her nostrils, almost making her sick.

 She saw the man giving orders, a man of mediumheight, with wavy black hair, but he was standingwith
his back to her. Bettina called his name. Heglanced at her with obvious irritation, and she noticedthe
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golden-brown eyes and strong, handsome face, butthen he turned back to what he was doing.

 Well, what did she expect, dressed as she was?Everyone mistook her for a boy. She walked slowlyup
to him.

 "Are you Comte Pierre de Lambert?" she asked,forcing him to turn around again.

 "Away with you, boy! I have no coins to spare."

 "Are you—"

 "Away with you, I said!" He cut her off sharply.

 "I am Bettina Verlaine!" she shouted back at him,losing her temper.

 He laughed at her and turned away again. She yankedthe scarf from her head, then pulled her hair out
frombeneath her shirt and let it tumble down her back.

 "Monsieur,"she called sweetly. When he turned onceagain, Bettina threw the scarf in his face and stalked
away from him.

 "Bettina!" he called, running after her, but she didn'tstop. When he caught up with her, he swung her
around to face him, amazement on his face. "You must forgiveme, Bettina. I thought you were dead.
Marivaux re­turned with my ship and told me what happened. Ithought you were a young boy just now,
come to tauntme. The whole town knows that I was waiting for youto come, and they know what
happened."

 Her anger left as fast as it had come, and she smiled warmly at the young man who stood before her.

 "I am sorry I threw the scarf at you."

 "But I was a cad to bark at you the way I did. Wewill say no more about it. Come," he said, leading her
to a carriage a few feet away. "I will take youhome now. We will talk later, and then I have a sur­prise
for you."

 "A surprise?"

 "Yes, I think you will be most pleased," he repliedwith a lazy smile. "But tell me one thing now—howdid
you manage to come here?"

 "On a merchant ship."

 "But it was not a merchant ship that attacked theWindsong."

 "No, it was not," Bettina said. "There is muchthat I have to tell you, but as you said, we can talklater.
Right now I need a bath and a change of clothes."

 "Of course,ma cherie. It will not take long to reachthe house."

 "Ah, Madame Verlaine. I am glad to see that youare feeling better today," Pierre de Lambert said as
Jossel Verlaine walked into his study unannounced."It was a shock to you not to find your daughter here
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on your arrival yesterday."

 "I am not feeling better,monsieur. But I refuse tobelieve that my daughter is dead. You must searchfor
her!"

 "Please sit down,madame," Pierre said, motioningto a chair beside his desk. "I have found your
daughter—or, rather, she found me. Bettina has been shown to the room next to yours. She is presently
bathing."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "But why didn't you tell me this immediately!"Jossel exclaimed and started to rush from the room.

 "Madame Verlaine!" Pierre called sharply, haltingher before she reached the door. "I must insist that you
wait before seeing Bettina."

 "But why? Is something the matter with her?"

 "No—she seems to be fine. But I have yet to findout what happened to her after she was taken fromthe
Windsong. I must ask that you let me speak to herfirst."

 "But I am her mother!"

 "And I am her betrothed. There are certain thingsthat I must know before—"

 "What are you implying,monsieur?" Jossel inter­rupted him. "It is enough that Bettina is here andalive."

 "If Bettina is to become my wife—"

 "///" Jossel nearly shouted. "Let me inform you, Comte de Lambert, that I was against this betrothalfrom
the very beginning. I always wanted Bettina tochoose her own husband. I still do. Now that Andree"is
dead, Bettina does not have to honor the agreementyou made with my husband. I came here to tell her
this."

 "Please, Madame Verlaine, you misunderstood me,"Pierre said, flustered.

 "I believe I understood you perfectly,monsieur. IfBettina is no longer innocent, it is no fault of hers.And
if you do not wish to marry her, I will take Bettina and we will leave your house immediately!"
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 Pierre was annoyed but managed to hide it. He shouldnot have told the woman that her daughter was
here,for then he could have sent her away and kept Bettinaas his mistress without her mother's
knowledge. Thewhole town knew what had happened to Bettina Ver­laine, so he could not possibly
marry her now. Buthe could not let her go, either—she was much toobeautiful to lose.

 "Madame Verlaine, I am sorry if I have misled you.I have every intention of marrying Bettina. But sinceI
will be her husband, I thought she might like to tell me her story first. After all, she did come to me. After­
ward, she can rejoice in seeing you, and forget about herterrible ordeal."

 Jossel calmed down and considered what he had said."Very well,monsieur. I will wait in my room."

 "You will not go in to see Bettina?"

 "I will wait until you have spoken with her. But Iwish to be called immediately when you are finished."

 "I will inform you myself."

 Pierre watched her leave the room and gritted histeeth, an angry scowl on his face. He would like to
shoot Captain Marivaux for letting pirates captureBettina. Even if she was still a virgin, no one would be­
lieve it. Now he must stall for time and think of someway to get rid of the mother. He felt sure he could
handle Bettina if she were left in his care.

  

  

  

  

  

 |ETTINA, you are even more beautiful than Iremembered," Pierre said when he came into thedrawing
room and closed the doors.

 "You are very kind,monsieur," she replied de­murely. She felt a bit self-conscious.

 "You must call me Pierre, little one, since we—"

 "Don't call me that!" Bettina interrupted harshly."Tristan called me his little one, and I never want tohear
it again."

 "I am sorry, Bettina."

 "Forgive me," Bettina said quickly, feeling like afool. "I did not mean to snap at you. It is just that the
memory of that man is still vivid in my mind."

 "Who is this man you speak of?"

 "Tristan iscapitaine of theSpirited Lady, the shipthat did battle with theWindsong."
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 "He is a pirate, of course?" Pierre asked, his yellow-brown eyes studying Bettina's face.

 "He claims to be a privateer under the protectionof England."

 "Pirate or privateer—it is the same thing moreor less. Did he—ah—"

 "Rape me? Yes—many times," Bettina said withoutblushing. "He lied to me and tricked me as well. He
told me he was bringing me here for ransom. But in­stead he took me and my servant to an island he
claims as his own. He would have kept me there formonths if I had not escaped."

 "This island, does it have a name?"

 "I don't know. From a ship it looks deserted. Thereare natives who live inland, and there is a large house
away from the shore that the Spaniards built long ago."

 "And how did you manage to escape this Tristan?"Pierre inquired.

 "I left the house while he slept, and was able to hail apassing ship at dawn. But we must go back to
rescuemy old nurse!"

 "Your servant is still on this island?"

 "Yes."

 "But she is probably dead by now, Bettina."

 "She is not! I only left her there because I thoughtyou would rescue her. And I want revenge against
Tris­ tan. He must die."

 Pierre looked at her with startled eyes. "Bettina, thisis absurd. The pirates that plunder these waters are
ruthless. They would as soon cut a man's throat as lookat him. You do not know what you are asking."

 "I am asking for revenge and to have my servantrescued. If you cannot do this for me, I will find
some­one who will," Bettina said, trying to control her anger.

 "Very well," Pierre said, shaking his head. "But Ihave no ships here at the moment. It will take some
time."
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 "Wasn't that your ship you were unloading today?"Bettina asked.

 "No. It belongs to a friend of mine. You will meethim tonight at dinner. I was merely seeing to thecargo
of slaves that I purchased, but that does not con­cern you." He paused, looking at her thoughtfully."Will
you be able to find this island again?"

 "I have a map." Bettina handed him the foldedpiece of cloth that Captain Rawlinsen had given her.

 "Well, at least with this you will not have to goalong," said Pierre, putting the map in his pocket.

 "But I wish to go with you," Bettina said heatedly."I must see for myself that Tristan dies."

 "We shall see. But now, if you will wait here, youmay have the surprise I mentioned earlier." He leftthe
room, hoping that her mother could dissuade Bet­tina. To even think of attacking a pirate stronghold was
ridiculous.

 "Mama!"

 Bettina could not believe her eyes when she saw hermother appear in the doorway. She ran to Jossel
andclung to her, fearing that she was just an illusion.

 "It is all right now, my love. I am here." Jossel spoke softly, stroking Bettina's hair.

 Hearing her mother's tender words, Bettina's com­posure dissolved and she burst into tears. She felt like
a small child asking her mother for love and protection.The tears turned into heartrending sobs that
Bettina couldn't stop if she tried. Her mother was here, andeverything would be all right now. Bettina was
nolonger alone.

 It was a long time before the tears dwindled andBettina's breathing returned to normal. They sat onthe
sofa, but Jossel still held Bettina wrapped in herarms.
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 "You do not have to speak of it if it is too painful,Bettina."

 "No, I want to tell you, Mama. I must know if Iam wrong in the way I feel. I am filled with suchhatred
that sometimes I think that I have changedinto another person."

 Bettina told her mother everything that had hap­pened, from the moment when theWindsong firstsighted
theSpirited Lady, to her escape from theisland and her talk with Pierre. She omitted nothingof her time
with Tristan, even admitting that her body had betrayed her many times into enjoying his love-making.

 "Maddy could not understand why I hated Tristanso much. And Pierre thinks it is foolish that I want
revenge. He is my betrothed—he should also want re­venge. But I could tell that Pierre would rather
forgetabout the whole thing." Bettina paused, looking at her mother with pleading eyes. "Am I wrong to
hateTristan so? Is it wicked of me to want to see him dead?"

 "This man raped you continually, and you haveevery right to hate him. But you are alive, Bettina. He
could have raped you once and then killed you, buthe did not. It is wrong to wish someone dead. With
the life he leads, this Tristan will die soon enough.Do not let his death be of your doing. To seek revenge
is to destroy yourself."

 "But to see him dead is all I have thought about."

 "This is not good, my love. You must forget thisman. You must put your hatred and your memory ofhim
aside. What has been done cannot be changed.It is a fate that befalls many women, but they surviveand
so will you," Jossel said, pushing the hair backfrom Bettina's face. "You are lucky,ma cherie, for you can
choose what to do with your life. You can marry thecomte if you wish, or, once dear Maddy is rescued,
we can all go back to France."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "But I thought it was all arranged—that I had tomarry the Comte de Lambert."
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 "Not anymore, Bettina. Andree" made that agreement,but—but Andree is dead."

 "Dead!"

 "Yes, he died the day we returned from Saint-Malo.It was an unfortunate accident. He fell from his
horseand hit his head."

 Bettina shivered, remembering her own fall from thewhite stallion. Although he was not her real father,he
was the only one she had ever known, and she feltsorrow.

 "I am sorry to give you this news after what you have been through," Jossel said.

 "It is all right, Mama. It must have been hard onyou, being all alone."

 "I must be honest with you, Bettina. I told you beforethat I never loved Andree. Living with him all these
years has not been pleasant. And any fondness I hadfor Andree" was destroyed many years ago when he
beganto pressure me for a son. I was shocked by his death,but I did not mourn him. I felt only a sense of
free­dom."

 "It must have been awful, living all those yearswith a man you did not love."

 "I had you to live for. You gave me happiness,"Jossel returned.

 "But you are still young, Mama. You can still findlove."

 "I doubt that,ma cherie." Jossel smiled. "But I ama wealthy widow now, extremely wealthy. I never
dreamed that Andree was so rich. I can afford to giveyou anything you want now, to make up for all
those years you were kept from me. But this means that youdo not have to marry the Comte de Lambert
if youdo not wish to. We can stay here for a while, and if you find that you love him, then you have my
bless­ing. If not, then we will leave."

 "I have grown so accustomed to thinking of Pierrede Lambert as my future husband, it is hard to think
otherwise," Bettina said with a half-smile.

 "Well, at least Andree chose a young man for you.And he is handsome."

 "Just being young and handsome does not make hima good man," Bettina said, remembering Tristan's
startling good looks. "But as you said, we can stay herefor a while. I will need time to know Pierre
better."

 They continued talking until the Comte de Lambertcame in to escort them to dinner. The dining roomwas
rather cramped with a huge polished mahoganytable, which was presently set for four. A tall man who
appeared to be in his late forties, with curly blackhair and dark-gray eyes, was seated at one end of the
table. He rose courteously when they entered the room.

 "This is my other guest, the owner of the ship wespoke of, Bettina," Pierre said. "He has been staying
with me for some time now, awaiting the return of hisship."

 The man took Bettina's hand and bowed beforeher. "Don Miguel de Bastida,mademoiselle. It is an
honor—"
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 "Bastida!" Bettina gasped. "You—you are the oneTristan searches for."

 The man turned pale. "Do you know this man Tris­tan?"

 "Yes, unfortunately I do. Can you tell me,mon­sieur,just out of curiosity, why does Tristan want tokill
you?" Bettina asked.

 "I would have asked you the same question,made­moiselle.I have been informed by different people for
many years now that a young man called Tristansearches for me, yet no one can tell me why. You say he
wants to kill me?"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "That is what I gathered from a conversation Ioverheard. Tristan mentioned that he had been lookingfor
you for twelve years and that he feared you mightdie before he could find you. He—ah—called you a
murderer."

 "A murderer!" Don Miguel laughed. "The man must surely have me mistaken for someone else. But I
wouldlike to meet this Tristan. Do you know where he isnow,mademoiselle?"

 "I gave the Comte de Lambert a map that showsTristan's island hideaway."

 "Don Miguel, this is hardly an appropriate conversa­tion to have over dinner," the Comte de Lambert
saidquickly.

 "I am sorry, Pierre. You are right, of course. Youmust forgive me, ladies, for it is not often that I dine
with such charming company. I forgot my manners."

 "That is quite all right, Monsieur Bastida," Jossel replied, glad that thecomte had interrupted the con­
versation, though Bettina did not seem to be upset.

 "You are Spanish, Monsieur Bastida. How is it thatyou speak French so fluently?" Bettina inquired.

 "I have been to France many times in my travels.Also I have dealings with many of the French settle­
ments here in the New World. It was necessary to learn your language."

 "I must compliment you,monsieur. You have learnedit well."
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 The conversation continued with small talk through­out dinner and afterward, when they retired to the
drawing room. Don Miguel de Bastida was a charmingman, and he seemed quite taken with Jossel.
Bettina noticed how different her mother looked from the lasttime she had seen her in France. Then
Jossel had been under the strain of her daughter's leaving home. Butnow she looked much younger and
very beautiful with her silky white-blond hair braided about her head,wearing a green velvet dress that set
off her dark-greeneyes.

 The Comte de Lambert seemed preoccupied everytime that Bettina glanced at him. She twice noticed a
worried frown on his face, but he hid this quickly witha lazy smile when he saw her watching him. He was
a handsome man, though not nearly as handsome asTristan. Even with the scar Tristan bore on his cheek,
he was still— Why did she keep thinking about Tristan?

 As it grew late, Bettina tactfully excused herself. Shewas not really tired, but she wanted to be alone.
Pierreinsisted on escorting her to her room, and when theyreached it, he followed her in and closed the
door.

 "Is the room satisfactory?" he asked, coming up be­hind her.

 "Yes," Bettina said, glancing around at the luxuriousfurnishings. "Your house is quite beautiful, from whatI
have seen of it."

 "I had it completely refurnished when I decided to marry you. You can see the rest of it tomorrow. Ah,
Bettina, I have waited so long for you to come." He turned her around and crushed her to him, covering
hermouth with his hard, demanding lips.

 "Please, Pierre, it is late and—"

 "Do not send me away, Bettina," he cut her off, stillholding her close. "We will be married soon,
and—and I want you so."

 "Pierre!" Bettina gasped, pushing him away.

 His face turned angry, almost cruel. "I cannot standthe thought that he had you first!" Pierre said
heatedly. Then his face softened and he continued to plead withher. "Please, Bettina, I will be gentle, I
will make you forget this Tristan."

 Bettina was shaken by Pierre's behavior, but she wasalso angry that he would assume she would jump
intobed with him before they were married.
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 "Do you intend to rape me, too?" she asked in acutting voice.

 "Of course not," he replied.

 "Then leave my room, Pierre. It is late and I amtired."

 "Forgive me, Bettina. You have had an exhaustingday, and I was thinking only of myself."

 She permitted him to kiss her again, softly this time, then he left the room.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 RY as she might, Bettina couldn't sleep. The dis­gusting scene with Pierre kept coming back to her,
making her more and more angry. Just because she wasno longer a virgin did not give him the right to
presumeshe would sleep with him before they were married!

 She had heard her mother go to her room a few min­utes before. Bettina was so glad that her mother
washere. She was not dependent on the Comte de Lambertnow, and as her mother said, she didn't have
to marryhim if she didn't want to.

 It was over an hour since Bettina had gone to bed,but she just couldn't seem to fall asleep. It was
unusual­ ly hot in the room, and she was tempted to remove hershift and sleep naked. Even with the large
French windows open, the breeze that she could hear in thetrees outside failed to come into the room.

 Bettina got up and walked out onto the wide veranda.
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 The entire one-storied house was supported off the ground on short pilings, and the veranda completely
surrounded it.

 Thick gray clouds covered the entire sky and hid thefull moon. Bettina supposed it would rain soon. Per­
haps then her room would be cooler.

 She walked a little way down the veranda, seeing thelights of the town in the near distance, but she
stoppedwhen she heard voices. Turning, she saw that she wasstanding just outside the drawing room,
and had almostwalked in front of the open doors. Very little lightspilled out on the veranda, for there was
only onecandle left burning in the spacious room.

 "You are indeed a lucky man, Pierre," Don Miguelwas saying. "If I were ten years younger, I might try to
win Bettina Verlaine away from you. But I am too oldnow to keep such a beautiful young girl happy. Her
mother, on the other hand, would make me a suitablewife. It is amazing how young the widow looks,
despitethe fact that she has a full-grown daughter. But perhapseven Jossel would find me a bit too old to
satisfy her."

 "Nonsense, Miguel, you are still as fit as ever," Pierrereplied. "Why not stay here a little longer and try to
win the lovely widow. You could do worse."

 "What? Are you trying to get rid of the mother-in-law before the wedding?" Don Miguel laughed.

 "There will be no wedding," Pierre said bitterly.

 Bettina gasped, moved closer to the wall, and stood immobile beside the wide-open doors, hearing the
con­versation as clearly as if she were inside the room.

 "You are joking, of course—or are you a fool?"

 "If only I were joking," Pierre said in a voice mixedwith rage and regret. "You have been in town. You
have heard the talk about Bettina. When theWindsong crawled into the harbor and her crew spread the
tale,Bettina was quickly called the pirate's whore because no attempt had been made to exchange her for
ransom.I cannot possibly marry her now."

 "You are indeed a fool if you give her up just be­cause of what your neighbors will say about her."

 "You do not live here, Miguel," Pierre returned."This is a small island, and I cannot have continuedgossip
about my wife. It would cause endless difficulties."

 "So you will just let the pearl slip through yourfingers? If I were—"

 "I intend to keep the pearl," Pierre interrupted. "Ijust have not figured out how to do it yet."

 "You mean you will keep her as your mistress?" DonMiguel asked, surprised.

 "Of course. As you said, I would be a fool to giveher up."

 "But how do you propose to accomplish this? I wasunder the impression that Bettina Verlaine expects to
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be your wife. Her mother also expects this."

 "Yes, well, the mother must go, leaving Bettina in mycare. Then it will not take long to bed Bettina, and
afterward I shall explain why it is impossible for us tomarry."

 "You are a libertine, Pierre," Don Miguel laughed."To have all the advantages of a beautiful wife, without
the entrapment of marriage."

 "Well, this is not how I wanted it to be. I wantedBettina for my wife. I could have made her a queen if
only—if only this man Tristan had not forced her to behis whore!"

 "It is ironic that this same man has affected both ofour lives, and yet neither of us has met him," said Don
Miguel.

 "Then you truly have no idea why he searches foryou?"

 "No, I have spent many sleepless nights trying to un­derstand why he looks for me. I have been told he
is ayoung man, with blond coloring, and extremely tall. Atfirst I thought he might be a bastard that I never
knew of, but the more I learned of him, the less likely thatnotion was. I just do not know."

 "You said he is young?"

 "This does not suit your ego, eh?" Don Miguelchuckled. "But what does his age matter? I doubt Bettina
was treated compassionately by him. Pirates are aruthless lot. I should know; I was one myself in my
youth."

 "You never mentioned this before!" said Pierre, as­tonished.

 "It was a long time ago, and very few people knowof it. I fell in with a bad lot, and we took to raiding
for the sport of it. And since raiding was also profitable, I continued my—ah—somewhat enjoyable
career forquite a few years. But I have mended my ways now—it is best forgotten."

 "Well, your secret is safe with me."

 "That does not worry me, but this Tristan does. Untiltonight, I always assumed that he merely wanted to
findme to settle some debt or the like. But thanks to your Bettina, I now know that I have a dangerous
enemy.That map she spoke of, why did she give it to you?"

 "Ha—she wants me to go to the island where Tristan took her to rescue her old servant, who is still
there, andto kill Tristan." Pierre laughed contemptuously. "Shewants revenge for what he did to her."

 "She is a spirited girl—I would not have guessed itfrom our meeting tonight. But why not give me the
map, and I will save you the trouble of doing what sheasks."

 "I burned it."

 "You what?" Don Miguel exploded.

 "I had no intention of going there—my ships are notarmed for battle, my crews are not soldiers. I
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planned   to tell Bettina the map was lost, and that would put anend to it. But why do you wish to go
there?"

 "I am not a man to sit and wait for my enemies tofind me. I must find Tristan first."

 "Bettina came here on a merchant ship. Thecapitainewould know where this island is—it was he who
gaveBettina the map," Pierre said.

 "Is he here? Is his ship anchored in the harbor?" DonMiguel asked hopefully.

 "Bettina was merely put ashore. But I will ask herthe name of thecapitaine and his destination in the
morning, if you still wish to find this pirate before hefinds you. But in my opinion, it is a foolish venture."

 "It is not you whom this man wants to kill, so findout what you can. I could live out my life without Tris­
tan's ever finding me, but I cannot take that chance."

 Even after the two men had gone to bed, Bettina stillstood transfixed outside the drawing room, leaning
against the wall. The conversation between the two menkept going through her mind. She felt so cheap
andused, and Pierre was despicable! To think that he in­tended to make her his mistress and was going
to lie to her about the map! He planned to get rid of her mother,and then he would force her to submit to
his will or nodoubt throw her into the streets!

 Bettina shivered despite the warmth of the night andquietly tiptoed back to her room. She was angry.
Yes,she was definitely angry. She wanted to tell her mother what she had overheard. She wanted to
leave this houseright away. But it was late, and her mother was prob­ably asleep already. Bettina would
have to wait untilmorning to put an end to Pierre's loathsome plans.

 Were all men so ruthless—taking advantage of wom­en because they were weaker? Bettina hated to
think ofwhat would have happened to her if she had notchanced to hear Pierre and Don Miguel talking.
But shehad, and she and her mother could take lodgings in thetown tomorrow.

 Bettina suddenly remembered Madeleine. She stillhad to be rescued before they could return to France.
But Don Miguel de Bastida was going to go to Tristan'sisland. Of course! She would send for him and
have hermother commission him to rescue Madeleine. He wouldkill Tristan on his own, so Bettina need
not feel guiltyabout his death. So Tristan would die, Don Miguel deBastida would be paid for something
he would havedone anyway, and Madeleine would be rescued. Yes, itwould all work out perfectly.

  

  

 Sometime in the middle of the night, Bettina slow­ly drifted out of sleep. She could hear rain on the
veranda and assumed the storm had just started. With reluctance, she crawled out of bed and made her
wayto the French windows, for the air was quite chilly nowand she had left the windows open. The room
was completely dark, and the rain muffled all sound.
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 Luckily, there was no furniture between the bed andthe windows to trip over, but before Bettina was
half­way across the room, someone grabbed hold of her hairand she was pulled back against a
sopping-wet body. Sheparted her lips to scream but was rewarded with a dry rag shoved in her mouth.
Her arms were secured and quickly tied behind her back, and before she could spit the gag out of her
mouth, another strip of cloth wasplaced over her mouth and tied behind her head, pulling her hair in the
process. She tried to run forward, but shewas pushed to the floor and her feet were secured tightly with
rope.

 Bettina was sick with terror. It must be AntoineGautier, though she had done her best to forget him and
hadn't imagined he would be crazy enough to kid­nap her from thecomte's plantation.

 He had left her lying on the floor for a moment, butnow he was back, leaning over her. A few drops of
water fell onto her face from his wet hair, but shecouldn't make out his features in the darkness.

 "Sorry to have to tie you up, little one, but you'vebeen a bad girl and I'm through taking chances with
you. It's raining pretty bad out there, so I'm going toroll you up in a blanket. Though why I should be so
considerate after what you've done, I don't know."

 Outrage exploded inside Bettina's head. What wasTristan doing here? He would have to have left the
island within a day or two of her escape to appear herenow. He should have searched the island for
days, weeks—why hadn't he? And why had he come for her—why? He would have brought her to Saint
Martin inanother month or two anyway.

 He rolled her up in a heavy blanket, and after makingsure she could breathe, he picked her up and
quicklycarried her out the French windows. She could hear nothing except the rain as he walked along
the verandaand then down some steps. She could feel drops of rain hitting the top of her head, and her
feet were gettingwet, but when he stopped and set her on her feet, shecould no longer feel the rain.

 "We will wait here where it's dry until Jules comes.We searched separately for you to save time. We
haveto get back to the ship before dawn, and I had a hell ofa time just trying to find this place."

 Bettina cursed whoever had given him the directionsto find her. But when she was found gone in the
morn­ ing, her mother would realize what had happened and would insist that Pierre come after her. Her
motherwould do whatever was necessary to rescue her daugh­ter.

 "Tristan, I found her."

 "I don't know whom you have there, Jules, but it's not Bettina. I have her right here."

 Tristan had his arms wrapped around her, forcing her to lean back against his chest.

 "But I lit a candle as you suggested. This one haslong white-blond hair," Jules replied.

 "I did the same, and I tell youthis is Bettina," Tris­tan returned with growing impatience.

 "Did you see her face?"

 "No, but—" He paused, and Bettina could feel hisarms tighten around her. "Blast this infernal darkness!
We'll take them both. There's no more time to dawdle—I want to be out of these waters before the ship
issighted. Whoever the other one is, one more womanon our island won't make any difference."
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 Bettina tried to scream out, but no sound escapedher lips. She knew that Jules had captured her mother,
too, but there was nothing she could do about it. Oh,God, now how would she be rescued? Pierre didn't
havethe map anymore. And Tristan said he was throughtaking chances with her. What did he mean by
that?

 Bettina was lifted from the ground, and Tristan threwher over his shoulder. He started walking fast, half-
running. Soon, her arms hurt and her feet were cold,and she felt a growing frustration at not being able to
move her limbs. Tristan hadn't had to tie her up, shethought resentfully, for his strength had always over­
powered hers. He had tied her up like a runaway slave just to humiliate her.

 Wet branches and leaves brushed against her bare feet, and the rain still poured down in an angry
torrent.Her stomach ached from being bounced on Tristan'sshoulder, and by the time he finally stopped,
the rainhad soaked through the blanket.

 Tristan bent her legs and laid her down, and sheknew from the rolling motion that she was in a smallboat.
The boat rocked more when Jules climbed in, andshe sensed that her mother was laid down beside her.
In a very short time they would be aboard theSpiritedLady, and once again she would be completely at
Tris­tan's mercy.

 Bettina felt a growing sense of dread and desperation,but she was helpless to do anything about it. Her
mother must be terrified. Jossel would have overheard the con­versation between Tristan and Jules, just
as Bettina had,and she would know where they were being taken— and by whom. But Jossel didn't
know that Pierre haddestroyed the map. She didn't know that there was noone to rescue them.

 Bettina was picked up and hoisted over Tristan'sshoulder again. She could tell he was climbing, andafter
another few minutes, she knew that she was in his cabin. He laid her down on the floor and roughly rolled
her out of the blanket.

 Bettina glared at Tristan as she lay helplessly on herside. Her eyes were the darkest of greens, and if
they could have killed, Tristan would have been dead. Hestudied her critically and then laughed heartily.

 "I knew it was you, little one. You have an unmis­takable fragrance about you."

 Jules carried her mother into the cabin, bound in ablanket also. He stood her up and gently unwrapped
her. Bettina's anger soared even higher, remembering how Tristan had purposefully treated her roughly.

 "I see you had the right one, Tristan," Jules said with a grin as he started to untie Jossel. "This one looks
tobe my age. Perhaps she won't mind sharing my cabin."

 Bettina tried to protest and struggled to sit up, butshe couldn't. Tristan looked at her and grinned mis
chievously. It was obvious that he didn't intend to untieher quite yet.

 Jossel rubbed her arms when they were untied, butotherwise she stood still, even when the gag was re­
moved from her mouth. Bettina could see the fear in her mother's eyes, and she felt sick with misery that
she couldn't comfort her.

 "Who are you,madame?" Tristan asked.

 He stood in front of Jossel, his legs astride and hishands on his hips. She was a small woman, and
Tristantowered over her like a menacing giant.
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 "I am Jossel Verlaine, and—"

 "Blast it!" Tristan bellowed, making Jossel shrinkback from him. "Do you know what you've done,
Jules?This woman is the girl's mother!"

 "So?"

 "I have enough trouble with the vixen. I don't needher mother to contend with!"

 "It is your own fault that the wench is difficult to handle," Jules replied. "I told you long ago what to do
with her, but you wouldn't listen. You are too soft withwomen, Tristan. I see no problem in bringing the
motheralong."

 Tristan looked at JosseFs pale color and wide greeneyes. His face softened considerably, as did his
voicewhen he spoke to her again.

 "I'm sorry if I frightened you,madame, but it was asurprise to find you here. Bettina has spoken of you
before, and I assumed you lived in France." When Jos­sel didn't answer, Tristan continued. "I do not
intend toharm either you or your daughter. You may rest easyon that account."

 "Then please untie her,monsieur," Jossel said timid­ly, not knowing what to think of this big man.

 "Not yet."

 "Surely you do not intend to punish her for escaping from you?" Jossel asked.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "So she told you about me, eh?"

 "I wager it wasn't a pretty picture she painted," Julesbroke in with a humorous chuckle.

 "Haven't you something to do, Jules?" Tristanscowled darkly at him.

 "Nothing at the moment," Jules replied. He sauntered to the table and sat down.

 "Bettina told me everything," Jossel said with a bitmore courage.

 "Everything?" Tristan asked, an amused expressionon his face now.
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 "Yes."

 "Well, I can assure you, Madame Verlaine, that I amnot the monstrous pirate she would have you
believe."

 "Then if you are an honorable man, you will let us go. You will also release Madeleine Daudet."

 "Madame,I said I was not a monster, I did not say I was an honorable man," Tristan said. "Bettina
belongsto me. I warned her against trying to escape, and sinceshe didn't heed my words, I will deal with
her as I seefit."

 "Monsieur—"

 "I'm not finished," Tristan cut her off. "I will nottolerate any interference from you. If you wish to re­main
with your daughter, I suggest you heed my words.What I do with Bettina is my affair. Have I made my­
self clear?"

 "Quite clear," Jossel whispered.

 "Good. You may sleep in Jules's cabin. He will va­cate it for you, I'm sure, since he wouldn't want his
wife hearing of any dalliance."

 "I suppose I must," Jules replied grudgingly.

 Tristan walked to the door with them, and then whis­pered to Jossel out of Bettina's hearing, "I won't
harmher,madame, so don't fear for her."

 Jossel was utterly astonished by Tristan's gentlewords, but she smiled at him hopefully before Julespulled
her along to his cabin.

 Bettina watched Tristan as he closed the door, leanedback against it, and grinned. His hair was sopping
wet,and his clothes were plastered to his body, displayingthe bulging muscles on his arms and chest. He
was stillclean-shaven, but she could hardly see the scar any­more, for his face was completely bronzed
by the sun.

 "Your mother is a striking woman; quite beautiful,in fact. It is easy to see that you are her daughter,"
Tristan said. He pushed himself away from the doorand sauntered to the washstand by the bed.

 He removed his shirt and tossed it on top of the twowet blankets piled on the floor. He then took a
towel from the washstand and began to rub his hair briskly.Damn it, when would he untie her?

 "Ah, Bettina, what am I going to do with you?" Hestood before her now, rubbing the towel across his
chest."I will admit I was furious when I discovered you'd leftthe house. You're lucky I didn't find you that
morning,or I probably would have given you a sound beating, as Jules thinks you need. But I've had time
to calmdown."

 As Tristan walked to the table and poured a tankardof rum, Bettina began to fear that he was going to
leaveher trussed up on the floor. He had told her motherthat he would deal with her as he saw fit. What
was hegoing to do?
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 He looked at her, his powder-blue eyes alight.

 "What punishment would fit your crime, Bettina? Itold you I would keep you prisoner if you tried to
es­cape me, and that I will do. But you not only tried toescape, you succeeded—for a little while. Your
onemistake was hi letting the horses out of the corral, forone of those beasts came running across the
backyardand woke me. And when I started out after you, the white stallion came charging out of the
forest as if the

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Devil were after him. Were you bruised by the fall? Idoubt you were, for your luck held that morning. I
reached the shore just as you boarded that blasted ship. I would have been here the day before, but
encountered a storm that took me off course."

 So that was how he'd found her so soon. She shouldhave closed the corral; she should have known the
horses wouldn't wander far.

 "So what punishment shall it be, little one?" Hecrossed to her again and crouched down beside her,lifting
her chin wtih his finger. "I could still beat you.Jules seems to think that would do the trick."

 She jerked her head away. But then she felt his handon her breast, and it was like fire, even through the
material of her shift.

 "Why did you run away from me? Because of this?"he asked in a deep, teasing voice.

 He moved his hand lower. She tried to move awayfrom him, but she was already pressed against the
built-in bed and could move no farther. She was afraid now.How would he punish her?

 Untie me, she wanted to scream at him. And then her eyes widened hi terror when he drew his knife.
She triedto scream, but little sound escaped through the gag. Hesmiled at her, though his eyes showed no
warmth.

 "Relax and accept your fate, Bettina, for I've decidedon a fitting punishment for you."

 She stared in horror as Tristan drew the knife up thefront of her shift. He cut the material at her
shouldersand tore the ruined cloth away from her. He stood up, tossed the shift and the knife aside, and
stared down at her nakedness. His eyes examined every inch of herbody, and she could feel the heat rise
to her face.
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 He moved to a chair, sat down facing her, and con­tinued to look at her silently. She could read no
emotionon his face, not even lust. She wanted to die—no, shedidn't. She wishedhe were dead! If only
she couldscream her hate at him. She would tear his eyes outwhen he untied her.

 She closed her eyes, for she couldn't bear to watchhim staring at her unclad body. But after a few
minutes,Tristan crossed to her with the silence of a cat. Hepicked her up and laid her gently on the bed,
then satdown on the edge beside her. She looked at him, andhis eyes were soft again. He was no longer
angry, butshe knew what he was determined to do.

 "For once I can do as I like, without having to holdyou down or listen to your insults," he murmured. He
began to stroke her tender flesh, using both hands tocaress her, scorching her skin with his touch. "This is
what you ran away from, Bettina. This is what you fightto deny yourself."

 Stop it! Stop it, damn you, she screamed inside herhead, but Tristan buried his face in her neck. He used
his lips now, and his tongue, and he left a trail of fireas his mouth descended to her breasts. Her desire
swelled and surfaced, overpowering her resistance.

 "What you are feeling now is not disgust, little flower.It is pleasure, pure and simple—you know it, and I
know it. You curse me, but you want me. Your passionconquers your hate, and your body cries out for
thefulfillment that only I can give you."

 Tristan stood up and removed his breeches and boots.Then he turned her over gently and untied her
feet,running his hand up her leg and over her buttockswhen he finished. Bettina tried to get up, but he
pressedhis knee in the middle of her back, forcing her to bestill. He untied her hands and then quickly
retied themabove her head.

 He turned her over, then eased between her legs be­fore she could kick out, but she was beyond reason
or resistance. He removed the cloth from her mouth, andthey kissed hungrily. She didn't care. She didn't
care about anything except the fire that Tristan had startedand must end. Why had he bound her arms?
She wanted to hold him, to cling to him, to feel his muscles rippling,to run her hands through his wet hair.
But all she could do was sense the whole of him with her body, and itwas maddening yet ardently
exciting. Nothing else mat­tered at this moment—nothing.

  

  

  

  

  

 They had sailed beyond the storm, and the morn­ing sun shone through the open cabin window.Bettina
lay on the bed, with nothing covering her except a film of perspiration slowly drying in the salty breeze.
Her body still tingled with the aftereffects of Tristan'slovemaking.

 How could Tristan make her want him so passion­ately, she wondered, when she hated him so? The
hu­miliation she had felt earlier was nothing to the ecstatic pleasure that followed. Was she so wanton
that a man'stouch could make her tremble, that a kiss could makeher give him everything?
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 But Pierre didn't affect her with his kiss. Only Tristanstirred the fires within her.

 What was the matter with her? It wasn't her fault,but Tristan's. He was a devil, and he had the power to
work magic with his fingers. After all, she would nevergo to him and ask him to make love to her. It was
only after he touched her and continued to touch her that shedesired him. Hemust be a devil. How else
could he have the strength of ten men, such an incredibly hand­some face, and such a magnificent body?

 She glanced at Tristan now, as he stood before theopen window looking out to sea. He appeared
worried.Good. She hoped he had a million troubles, and shehoped she was his main vexation.

 Bettina started to get up, but remembered that Tris­tan hadn't untied her yet. She frowned. She had as­
sumed that the humiliation he put her through was tobe the punishment he spoke of, but...

 "Tristan, untie me," she demanded.

 He looked at her with a raised eyebrow and a half-grin, and she blushed at her own nakedness. His eyes
sparkled, and his hair fell in waves on his temples. Itwas the color of molten gold with the sun shining on
it.

 "Did you say something, little one?'"

 Oh! She knew damn well he'd heard her. Well, shewould play his game and humble herself, but only
longenough to gain freedom.

 "Will you please untie me? My—arms hurt," shesaid.

 "Prisoners are usually kept in rusty irons," he re­marked. "You should consider yourself lucky thatyou're
tied with rope."

 She couldn't tell if he was teasing her, but he madeno move to come forward and do as she'd asked.
She gritted her teeth. She wanted to curse him, but she hadto get free first.

 "Please, Tristan." With an effort, she managed to situp, but she still couldn't lower her arms. "You cannot
mean to leave me like this."

 "Why not? At least with your hands bound, I neednot worry that you will attack me when my back is
turned."
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 "My arms hurt! Do you intend to torture me just be­cause I escaped you? Damn you! I told you I would
leave you if you raped me again—so I did! I wouldhave stayed on your island if you had let me be."

 "I'm sure you would have. I'm sure you would be quite content if I never touched you again, as I did a
little while ago," he taunted her. "But you are just too tempting to leave alone, Bettina. If I want to kiss
you, I will. If I want to make love to you, I will do this also.You forget what I told your mother
earlier—you belong to me."

 "I want to see my mother," Bettina said.

 "What, like that?" he laughed.

 Bettina blushed again, but she tried to control heranger. "Will you untie me or not?"

 "I suppose so. But only on a few conditions."

 "Well?"

 "You will stop fighting me, and—"

 "Always the bargaining and the conditions. Aren'tyou man enough to handle me, Tristan?" she teased,
sensing a perfect chance to get back at him. "Pierre was."

 "So it is Pierre now, eh?" he asked coldly. "Are youon such ultimate terms after two days'
acquaintance?"

 "More than intimate," Bettina replied, averting hereyes from his.

 "What is that supposed to mean?" he demanded. Hecrossed to her and lifted her face up to his. "Answer
me!"

 "Untie me first."

 "You will answer me first, blast you!" Tristan raged.

 "Will I?" Bettina asked, her voice coated with honey. She was surprised and delighted that mentioning
Pierrecould make Tristan so angry. "I can be very stubborn,Tristan. Would you like to see how stubborn
I can be?"

 He turned away, slamming his fist into his hand andmumbling curses under his breath. Was Tristan
jealousof Pierre? she wondered. How would he react if shelied and said she had made love with Pierre?
Perhaps he would no longer want her if he thought another manhad bedded her.

 He turned back toward her, and without a word heroughly untied her hands. He stood back while she
rubbed her arms and her wrists, and then she slowly pulled the cover from the bed and wrapped it
aroundher body.

 When she didn't speak, Tristan lost his patience. Hetilted her face to his and noticed the clear, dark blue
ofher eyes.
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 "You have been released; now answer my question." He made an effort to speak calmly.

 "What question?" she asked innocently.

 "If you wish to play games, Bettina, you won't likemine. Now answer me!"

 "What is it you wish to know, Tristan?"

 "You said you were more than intimate with deLambert. What did you mean by that?"

 "I thought what I said was perfectly clear."

 "I will have a straight answer!" Tristan raged. "Didhe rape you?"

 Bettina laughed. "You amaze me, Tristan. How couldyou possibly think that Pierre would have to rape
me?He is my betrothed. I told you before that I wouldsuccumb to him willingly."

 "That wasafter you were married! Do you expect me to believe that you went eagerly to the man's bed
on thefirst day you met him?"

 "I do not care what you believe," she replied. Shehad gone too far to back down now.

 "Did youlet him make love to you?"

 "Yes!" Bettina shouted.

 Tristan's face went livid with rage, and his fistsclenched at his sides. He stalked from the room,
slam­ming the door behind him, and Bettina gave a sigh of relief. But Tristan came back a minute later.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "You lie!" he shouted. "You wouldn't have madelove with him. Not with your mother in the samehouse!"

 "It—it happened before I knew my mother was there —before she knew that I'd arrived. Pierre came
into myroom. He said that he had waited so long, and that he loved me," Bettina said, trying to make her
lie soundplausible. "We were to be married soon. I saw no rea­son to wait. After all, I was not a
virgin—thanks to you. And I found that I could not deny my future husband anything."

 "You still lie! You wouldn't fall into the arms of astranger, even if he was your betrothed!" Tristan
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stormed, pacing the room in his fury.

 Bettina was afraid. She had never seen Tristan soangry before. She decided to admit the truth, but to
leave some doubt in his mind.

 "It would soothe your ego to believe I am lying. Verywell, I made up the whole thing, simply to make
youangry. I lied. Are you happy now?"

 He stopped pacing the floor and turned to her, buthis face was darker than ever.

 "What is the matter, Tristan?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. "You would not believe me before; you in­
sisted I was lying. Well, I admit it. Don't you believeme now?"

 "Why should I believe anything you say?"

 "Why, indeed?" she asked, and decided to attack."Come now, Tristan. You had no reason to fly into a
rage in the first place—unless, of course, you love me.Do you love me, Tristan? Is that why you came
afterme?"

 "I—blast you! I told you before there is no room inmy life for a woman, or for love."

 "Then take me back to Saint Martin."

 "No—not until I'm finished with you," he said coldly-

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "I escaped you twice, Tristan. I will do so again!"

 "You were a fool to try it this last time. You could have been picked up by slave runners, pirates, or any
number of cut-throats."

 She hadn't even thought of that. "Well, I was not. It was a merchant ship I sighted, and thecapitaine was
good enough to take me to Saint Martin—without re­ward. There are still a few decent men in this
world."

 "Perhaps there are, but you won't be given a chanceto escape again. I warned you I would keep you
pris­oner if I had to."
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 "I want to see my mother," Bettina said, changing thesubject quickly.

 "No."

 "But she will be worried about me. I want to com­fort her."

 "I said no. Now, do you want something to eat?"

 "What I want is a needle and thread. If you—"

 "Again the answer is no," he interrupted her.

 "But why not?"

 "Because without clothes, you won't be tempted toleave my cabin."

 "No?"

 "I think not," he replied with a half-grin, and thenhe left the room.

 Bettina quickly went to his chest, but when sheopened it, her face flushed angrily. It was empty. There
was nothing in the cabin for her to wear!

  

  

  

  

  

 :er

  

  

 'ETTINA marched fretfully back and forth acrossthe cabin, with only a blanket covering her. It waslate
in the afternoon, and the ship had been anchoredin the small cove for over an hour now. Bettina's pa­
tience had left her and had been replaced by a seethinganger. What was Tristan waiting for?

 The last two weeks had been miserable for Bettina. She had been forced to stay in the cabin with
absolute­ly nothing to do. She wasn't allowed to see her motherat all, and Tristan brought all her meals.
He was theonly person she had seen in two weeks.

 The cabin door opened, and Bettina turned abruptlyto see Tristan saunter into the room. She glared at
himmurderously, her eyes large, flashing emeralds.

 "When will you take me ashore?" she demandedshrilly.
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 "Now, if you like," he returned calmly. "You canput these on, since you were once so fond of wearing
them."

 She grabbed the clothes that Tristan held out to her,then turned away and donned the large breeches
and V-necked shirt, using a piece of rope he was generousenough to include for a belt.

 "I have no shoes," she reminded him in a saucyvoice.

 "That's too bad, little one. I wasn't about to gropearound in the dark that night looking for your shoes. I
guess I'll just have to carry you when we get to shore."

 "That will not be necessary!" she snapped. "Where ismy mother?"

 "She is already on the island. Come."

 After twenty irritatingly slow minutes, Tristan pulledthe small boat ashore and, with the help of the two
menwho were with them, carried it up the beach and put it with the other boat. He must have taken only
a handfulof men with him to come after her, for there was noone left on theSpirited Lady. She also saw
that CaptainO'Casey's ship was no longer in the cove.

 Tristan took her hand and dragged her along after him. When they reached the forest, he picked her up
and carried her despite her protests until they came tothe lawns in the front of the house. Then he set her
down.

 Jossel and Madeleine waited by the front door for her, but when Bettina tried to run ahead, Tristan
jerked her back beside him, his grip on her hand like steel. Hekept hold of her, and when they reached
the front door of the house, he took her on inside, not letting her stop to talk to her mother and servant
for even a moment.

 "Let go of mel" she shouted, trying to pull away fromhim.

 But Tristan ignored her demand and continued tothe stairs, pulling her roughly behind him. When hecame
to his room, he thrust Bettina inside and thenclosed the door, leaving her alone. She heard the key turn in
the lock, and she tried to open the door, but itwouldn't budge. She could hear him walking away. She
pounded on the door furiously, then listened again, butTristan was gone.

 Damn him! He was going to stick to his word and keep her locked up. She couldn't stand much more of
this confinement, seeing only Tristan, with his damnable smile and his lustful demands.

 She paced the floor. An hour passed, and then an­other. She wanted out! She froze when she heard the
key turn in the door; then it opened, and Tristan camein with a tray of food in one hand. He locked the
door again and set the tray down on the small table besidethe bed.

 "How long do you intend to keep me locked in thisroom?" she asked, trying desperately to sound calm.

 "Until you give me your word that you won't escape again," he answered in a curiously patient voice.

 "Damn you, Tristan!" Bettina cried. She stamped her foot in fury. "I cannot stand this anymore!"

 "Then give me your word."
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 "You go to hell!"

 "Such a temper," he laughed. "Your servant told me once that you were a gentle and loving girl. Is it only
me that brings out your fiery temper?"

 "Until I met you, I never had cause for rage," shesaid contemptuously.

 "No? I hear you have lived most of your life in arage." He smiled when she looked at him in surprise.
"Yes, your servant told me about you and your father. Am I just a replacement for him, Bettina? Have
you lived with anger so long that you must have someone to direct it toward?"

 "Enough, Tristan!" she wailed in a torn voice. "Myfather is dead!"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 A look of concern appeared on Tristan's face. "I—I'm sorry, Bettina."

 "I don't want your sympathy!" she snapped angrily.

 Tristan sighed heavily. "You really should try to curbyour hotheadedness, Bettina. I won't put up with it
much longer."

 "No? What will you do? Tie me up and gag me again?Or beat me this time? You enjoy making me
suffer, don't you?"

 "No, I only want to give you pleasure," he repliedsoftly. "You bring the suffering on yourself."

 Bettina pulled one of the velvet chairs over to thewindow facing the mountain and sat there watching the
changing colors of the sky. The sun had set below themountain a long time ago, but its dark mass was
silhou­etted against the pinks, purples, and reds of the skybehind it.

 A slight breeze blew in through the open window,and Bettina pulled the blanket closer about her shoul­
ders. A little while ago, Tristan had brought in herevening meal, but she ignored him until he left to goback
downstairs to drink with Jules.

 A week had gone by since they'd returned to theisland, and she was still locked in this room with ab­
solutely nothing to do. Tristan had taken away theclothes he let her wear to come ashore, and he had
re­moved both her clothes and his from the room.
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 He kept the door locked even at night. He kept thekey beneath the bedpost on his side of the bed while
heslept. He had invited her to remove it when she sawhim put it there, saying she could have her freedom
ifshe could lift the bed, with him in it. But she couldn't—he knew she couldn't.

 After the first day, Bettina wouldn't talk to Tristan.She hadn't spoken to him at all for six days. She
wouldn't even right him when he made love to her,which surprised Mm quite a bit. When he took her,
sheavoided responding to him until the last minutes; thenher body took control. Afterwards, she turned
coldagain.

 But these last few days, Bettina had begun to lookforward to Tristan's visits. She was starved for
companyand questionedhim about what was going on as soon as he came into the room. But he told her
little andwould say nothing at all about her mother.

 But tonight, tonight she had decided to take a stand.

 He would be back soon, so she didn't have very muchtime. She got up and pulled the chair over to the
door.She then moved the heavy Spanish chest and set this upagainst the door, leaning the chair against it.
The otherchair followed, and the small bedside table. She onlywished she had the strength to move the
bed.

 She sat on the bed and waited. It wasn't long beforeshe heard the key turn in the lock. She flew off the
bed and braced herself against her sturdy barricade. Tristantried to open the door once and then again,
but it re­mained shut.

 "Bettina, open this door—now!"

 "Like hell I will!"

 He shoved on the door again, and this time it started to open. Bettina strained against it, feeling her feet
slipping on the rug. But then she heard Tristan walkaway, then return with help.

 "How many times must I say it, Tristan? The vixen needs to be put in her place," Jules said gruffly.

 "Tristan, I—I am not dressed!" Bettina yelled in dis­may. She grabbed the blanket, wrapped it around
her,and tucked it above her breasts, just in case they suc­ceeded in opening the door.

 "I suggest you get under the covers, Bettina—andhide," Tristan yelled back. Jules burst out laughing.

 She didn't hide, but braced her weight against thebarricade again when the two men started leaning
against the door. This time her feet actually slid acrossthe rug and she almost fell on her face as the door
opened.

 Tristan stepped inside and closed the door, and Bettinacould still hear Jules laughing as he went back to
his room. She backed away from Tristan and watchedwhile he silently moved the furniture back.

 "Well, why don't you speak?" Bettina added. "Goahead. Show me how angry you are."

 "I'm not angry. It was a good try, Bettina. At leastyour spunk has returned. I was beginning to think you
had grown docile."
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 "Tristan, I must get out of this room. I cannot standit anymore!"

 "You know what it takes."

 "Very well! I promise not to escape again if you willtell me when you will let me go."

 "You are in no position to make bargains, little one,"he replied, sitting down in the chair he had just
returned to its place.

 "But why won't you tell me when you will return me to Saint Martin?"

 "Are you so anxious to see your Pierre again?" heasked coldly.

 "No. You—you can take me to any island, as long asI can gain passage there. It need not be Saint
Martin,"she said, trying to pacify him.

 "But then you will go to Saint Martin. What is thedifference?"

 "You told me there is no room in your life for wom­en. You cannot continue to keep me here if you
spokethe truth."

 "I'm not going to keep you forever, Bettina. I justhaven't decided how long it will be."

 "I do not ask for a specific date, Tristan, just anamount of time. One month, two, three?"

 "Let us say one year, perhaps less."

  

  

  

  

 "One year!" she exploded. "No—that is too long!Surely you do not intend to stay away from the sea
thatlong?"

 "No, probably not. I could leave you here alone fromtime to time, but only if I have your word that you
won't escape."

 Bettina turned her back onhim and gritted her teeth. A year was such a long time! How could she endure
ayear with him? But he said he would leave from time totime. Perhaps he would be gone for most of the
year.And since she had discovered what kind of a man Pierre was, she wouldn't be going back to him.
She wasn't really in a hurry to go anywhere. But she had toget out of this room.

 "Will you allow the time I have already spent withyou as part of the year?"

 "If you insist."

 "Very well, Tristan," she said dejectedly.
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 "Your word."

 "I give you my word I will not escape you, on thecondition you will let me go in one year—or less."

 He laughed triumphantly. "Come here, Bettina."

 "To be submissive was not part of the bargain, Tris­tan," she replied tartly.

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettinaawoke to a beautiful morning, with thesun streaming in through the window and birdssinging on
the roof. She was impatient to be up and about. She quickly shoved Tristan out of bed, telling him to go
and get her clothes. He pulled his breecheson grudgingly and did as she asked. When he returnedwith her
clothes, he climbed back into bed without aword and went to sleep again.

 Bettina had forgotten that her shift was torn, but she wasn't about to waste time sewing it now—she
wantedto see her mother. Both of her dresses were of soft mate­rial, so it wouldn't matter if she wore her
shift or not

 She chose the lilac cotton dress and donned it quick­ly. She left the room, not even bothering with her
hair, allowing it to hang loose and flow down her back. Herbare feet felt the chill of the cold floor as she
hurrieddown the corridor and descended the stairs.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 She saw Madeleine sitting at the long dining tablewith her mother, talking away in her cheerful manner.
Madeleine stared at Bettina in surprise when she saw her, but Jossel immediately rose to her feet and met
Bettina before she reached the table.
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 "Oh, my love, are you all right?" Jossel asked as sheembraced Bettina. "He said he would not harm you,
but he would not allow me to see you."

 "I am fine—now," Bettina replied and led her moth­er back to the table.

 "Does—does Tristan know that you have left hisroom? He would be—"

 "He knows, Mama," Bettina interrupted. "I struck a bargain with Tristan last night. I gave my word that I
would stay here for one year. Counting the time I have already spent with him, it will actually be less than
eleven months."

 "You agreed to this?"

 "I had no choice. He set the amount of time, and I had to give my word that I would not escape in order
to leave that room. I could not stand being locked upany longer."

 "It was a foolish thing you did, escaping again,"Madeleine scolded. "Tristan was like a madman when he
told me you'd hailed a ship and were gone. I wasworried sick over you."

 "I'm sorry, Maddy. But I was coming back for you.I wouldn't have left if I didn't think you would be
rescued."

 "Oh, I was all right, pet," Madeleine returned. "Infact, I have grown to like it here. I no longer have
kitchen duties, but I still supervise those two young girls who serve here whenever Tristan is home."

 "Who are those girls?" Bettina asked curiously.

 "Aleia and Kaino," Madeleine answered. "Theirolder sister, Maloma, is married to Jules."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Married? Yes, I did hear Tristan say Jules had awife here."

 "A wife and three children by her. Cute little tykes,they are—all girls."

 "And does Tristan have a wife and children here,too?" Bettina asked sarcastically.

 Madeleine and Jossel exchanged curious glances, andMadeleine said, "Tristan has never taken seriously
anyof the village women. He visits the whores there occa­sionally, but that is all. Many of his crew have
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married village girls, though, and they have built their own huts on previous visits here. The rest of the
crew stays in thevillage."

 "Is there a priest, then, who performed these mar­riages?" Bettina ventured. "I would like to go to con­
fession."

 "No, the couples went to the village chief for his blessing, that is all. But I think I have convinced Jules to
bring a priest here to give these marriages God'sblessing."

 "Why do you concern yourself, Maddy?" Bettinaasked.

 "Tristan's men married these native girls honorably;they do not intend to desert them. I only feel they
should be married properly."

 "It is Jules you are thinking of. Honestly, Maddy, you are impossible. Must you mother everyone? Jules
does not deserve your concern."

 "I have come to know him also, Bettina," Jossel said. "I find it hard to believe he is the same man who
nearly whipped you to death."

 "He is the same man, and he would still like to see me whipped. If I harmed Tristan, Jules would be the
first to bare my back."

 "She is right, Jossel," Madeleine said reluctantly."You were not there the day she nearly killed the
capitaine.Jules, he can be like a wild demon, but only where Tristan is concerned. He protects the
capitaine as a mother protects her child."

 Jossel frowned and looked at Bettina sadly. "I fear Ihave not protected you as I should have,ma
chirie."

 "Oh, no, Mama, you must not blame yourself. Thereis nothing you can do for me without endangering
yourown life. I will manage—it will only be for one year."

 "You sound as if you have given up, Bettina. It willnot be a year. The Comte de Lambert has the map
yougave him. He will rescue us," Jossel said.

 Bettina sighed and told her mother of the conversa­tion she had overheard between Pierre and Don
Miguel."So it will be a year unless Tristan decides to let me gosooner," Bettina finished.

 "Does Tristan know that you no longer intend tomarry thecomte?" Jossel asked softly.

 "No, and you must both promise not to tell him oranyone about it," Bettina replied, and waited for her
mother and Madeleine to nod in agreement.

 "But if he knew, perhaps he would marry you," Jos­sel returned.

 "Mama, my feelings for Tristan have not changedsince I last spoke to you about him. I still hate him, andI
would never, never marry him. And he has also saidhe will not marry me. He will not change his mind."

 "But a year is a long time, Bettina. If you shouldbear Tristan a child, then he would surely—"
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 "No! Do not even think it!" Bettina cried. "It willnot happen!"

 "Calm yourself, my love. Of course it will not hap­pen. I did not mean to upset you," Jossel said quickly,
wishing she were as sure as Bettina was.

 "I'm sorry I shouted, Mama. I have been doing thata lot lately," Bettina said with a faint smile.

 "And with good reason, I imagine."

 "Very good reason." Bettina laughed softly.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "If only Ryan had come back, our lives could havebeen so different," Jossel said wistfully.

 "Ryan? Who is this Ryan?" Madeleine asked.

 JossePs face turned slightly pink. "Bring Bettinasome of that hot bread Aleia baked, please, Maddy,and
some milk."

 "You never told Maddy about Ryan?" Bettina askedafter the old woman had left.

 "No, but I think she suspected there was someone inmy life all those years ago. She knew how happy I
wasfor a while. But it would serve no purpose to tell hernow."

 "I suppose you are right. But I have not asked howyou have fared, Mama. Have any of the men—ah—
bothered you?"

 "Heavens, no," Jossel laughed. "What would thesemen want with an old woman like me?"

 "Mama, this is no matter to take lightly. You are notan old woman, which you know very well, and you
arebeautiful," Bettina scolded.

 "Do not worry about me, Bettina. Yourcapitaine hastaken very good care of me."

 "He has!" Bettina exclaimed. "But he would tell menothing, not even if you had a roof to sleep under."

 "He does not strike me as such a bad man, thoughhe forces you to sleep with him, and on this I have
beenreminded not to interfere. But he has given me hisprotection. I heard him give the order that I was to
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beleft alone and respected."

 "Honorable actions do not fit his mold," Bettina saidsarcastically.

 "Tristan has been more than generous to me," Josselreplied. "He gave me the room next to Madeleine's.
And he has supplied me with plenty of material for dresses, and it is such expensive cloth. He also found
me a pair of shoes when he saw that mine were left be­hind."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Tristan did all of this for you without being asked?"

 "Yes. I did not expect to be treated so kindly. But I think Tristan did it because of you, because I am
yourmother."

 "More likely so he would not have to deal with mywrath," Bettina returned bitterly.

 "No, Bettina. I think he really cares for you. He didnot like keeping you locked up."

 "That is absurd. He enjoys making me suffer!" Bet­tina snapped, her eyes turning green at the mention of
her three-weeks confinement.

 "Many times he started up the stairs with determi­nation, then stopped in indecision, as if he were
rightingwith himself. He would go a few more steps, then turn around abruptly and storm out of the
house. He did notknow I saw him, but I believe that he started up thestairs to release you."

 "You are interpreting his actions the way you wantto believe," Bettina replied. "You would like to believe
Tristan is an honorable man and that he cares for me. Well, he is not honorable, and he does not care for
me.He wants me only to satisfy his lust, no more."

 "Does Tristan speak French?" Jossel asked, sud­denly changing the subject.

 "No. He is an English seadog who speaks only his native tongue," Bettina replied contemptuously.

 "You did not tell me he was such a handsome man."

 "What does it matter how handsome he is, when hissoul is black with sin?"

 "You do not find him even a little bit irresistible?"Jossel ventured.
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 "Certainly not! Tristan may be a devil, but his pow­ers will not soften my heart."

 "I only want you to be happy, Bettina."

 "I will be happy when I leave this island, not untilthen," Bettina answered.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "You sound like an angel when you speak your lan­guage, little one," Tristan said softly.

 Bettina started and turned her head to see Tristanstanding behind her. "Must you walk so quietly?" she
demanded. "How long have you been standing there?"

 "For a few minutes. I didn't want to interrupt yourconversation with your mother. I'm sure you have
muchto tell her," Tristan said. He sat down in the chair nextto her.

 Bettina turned back to her mother with wide, angryeyes. "Why did you not tell me he was there?"

 "He motioned for me to say nothing. That is why Iasked if he spoke French. I did not know if you would
want him to learn how you feel about him. But his face did not change when you spoke of him—he did
notunderstand."

 "He knows how I feel, Mama—he knows I hate him."

 "You've had enough time to discuss your complaints with your mother," Tristan said sourly. "You will
speakEnglish now."

 "I was merely telling my mother how much I hateyou," Bettina replied hi a saucy voice.

 "How much youthink you hate me."

 "What are you implying? Do you think I do not know my own mind?" Bettina asked heatedly.

 "I think you deceive yourself. Is it hatred you feelwhen you cling to me in bed?" he asked with a taunting
smile.

 "You will not speak of that in front of my mother!"Bettina gasped.
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 "Why not? Would you have her believe that you hate me all of the time?"

 "You are a devil, Tristan!" Bettina stormed. "I amnot responsible for the magic you work in bed, but it
does not affect what I feel in my heart. If I did not hateyou, would I have asked Pierre to kill you? And I
hateyou even more since you have brought me back!"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina stood up and walked to the front door, butTristan ran after her and stopped her. They stood by
the open door in a shaft of warm sunlight, well out ofJossePs hearing.

 "Where do you think you're going?" he asked, a darkscowl on his face.

 "Away from you!" she snapped and turned to walkout the door, but he held her arm and jerked her
backagainst him.

 "Shall I prove to your mother the truth of my words—that you will yield to my embrace?" he asked, his
voice cold and unrelenting.

 Bettina couldn't stop the tears that welled up in hereyes. "Stop it—please. You have already humiliated
mein front of her. Must you continue to do so?"

 "Stop your blasted crying! You deserve this for your outburst. Where is your damnable temper now?"

 Bettina continued crying while she pushed againsthim. She felt like a fool.

 "Let go of me." She tried to sound demanding, butfailed pathetically. "I told my mother everything. I told
her what happens to me when you rape me—how my body betrays me. You do not have to prove it to
her."

 "No, but perhaps I should prove it to you," he repliedhuskily.

 Bettina angrily decided to prove something to him.She glanced at the table and saw that her mother had
tactfully left the room. She wrapped her arms around Tristan's neck, pulled his lips down to hers, and
kissedhim passionately. She put all the feeling she couldmuster into the kiss, caressing him with her hands,
mold­ing her body to his. Her own senses soared, but whenshe felt his desire begin to rise, she pushed
herself awayfrom him.

 She wanted to laugh at his startled expression, butshe gritted her teeth and remembered why she had
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kissed him. "Now you know, Tristan, what I could give you if I didn't hate you. You may exact passion
frommy body when you rape me, but there is still a part of me that is not affected by your touch. This
part of me youwill never reach, because it is only mine to give. Youwill never have my love."

 Bettina turned and ran up the stairs to her room, ignoring the food Madeleine had left on the table forher.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina had tossed and turned fretfully most ofthe night, causing Tristan considerable annoy­ance. Now
she was still tired, but she knew it must benoon or later and she had to get up—she couldn't putit off any
longer.

 She mechanically donned a new pink shift and arose-colored dress. A month and three weeks had gone
by since Tristan had brought her back to the island. She should have had her monthly time the week after
Tris­tan had released her from his room, but she hadn't.However, she wouldn't believe the obvious. She
refusedto even think about it. But now she was a week late again, and she could no longer deny the truth.
She wastwo months' pregnant.

 What was she going to do? How could she bear to raise the child of a man she despised? Would she
hatethe child, too? No, she couldn't hate her own baby, she was sure of that. But Tristan probably had
bastardsscattered all over the Caribbean. Her child would makeno difference to him.

 Bettina started to comb the tangles from her hair,but then she stopped and threw the comb down on the
floor. She ran out of the room and halfway down thestairs.

 Tristan was at the table, bending over some papers.As Bettina stared at him, the rage surfaced and
ex­ploded inside her head. She clasped her hands to try to stop their trembling; then she ran down the
rest of thestairs and came up behind Tristan. He straightenedand turned, hearing her approach, and when
he did,Bettina swung her closed fist full force across his cheek.

 "What the hell was that for?" Tristan growled, rub­bing his face.

 "Damn you, Tristan!" Bettina screamed. "I am preg­nant!"

 "Sweet Jesus, is that any reason to attack me?" hegrumbled. "I don't mind a slap from a woman if she
thinks it is deserved, but you always have to use yourblasted fists!"

 "I should have waited until I could find a dagger so I could lay open your black heart!"
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 "I don't know what you're so mad about." Hegrinned. "You should have known it would happen sooner
or later. Besides, if it is only one month, howcan you be sure?"

 "Because it is over two months—two!" she yelled. Sheran back up the stairs before he could say more.

 Tristan heard the door to his room slam, and hechuckled. But then his face darkened like a storm cloud
when he realized that a little over two months ago, Bet­tina had been in Saint Martin.

 He ran up the stairs and burst into his room, crash­ing the door against the wall. Bettina shrank back
whenshe saw the violence on Tristan's face. He grabbed hercruelly by the shoulders and shook her.

 "Whose child is it?" he raged.

 "What?"

 "Blast you, woman! Whose child do you carry?"

 She stared at him with an incredulous look on herface. "Have you gone mad? The child is—"

 Bettina stopped short. She remembered the doubt shehad planted in his mind, and started to laugh.

 He shook her again, violently, until she stoppedlaughing. "Answer me!"

 "The child is yours—of course," she replied in amocking voice. "Who else could be the father?"

 "You know damn well who!"

 "Come now, Tristan. I told you I lied about Pierre.Didn't you believe me?" she teased.

 "I will have your word that the child is mine!"

 "No, you will not! I will not give you that satisfac­tion," Bettina replied, becoming angry again. "It does
not matter if the child is yours or not. Once I leave here,you will never see it again. And if it upsets you so
muchthat I am pregnant, let me leave now!"

 "You were so upset that you came downstairs andattackedme."

 "You have ruined my life! I could have been marriedto Pierre by now if it were not for you. You force
meto stay here against my will and give birth to a bastard.I have reason to be upset, but you do not!"

 "I have a right to know whose child you carry!"

 "What right do you have? You are not my husband;you are not my lover. You are merely the man who
rapes me. What right do you have?"

 Tristan pulled her to him and kissed her savagely,hurting her in his embrace; then he shoved her away
from him angrily. "Blast you, Bettina! You are awitch!"

 "Then let me go. Please, Tristan. My shape will grow soon, and you will have to go elsewhere to satisfy
yourlust, anyway. Release me now," Bettina pleaded.
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 "No. But I must leave. You have bewitched me andkept me from my purpose."

 "And what purpose is that? Delivering your stolengold to England?" she asked sarcastically, moving
awayfrom him.

 "The gold has already been disposed of."

 "So you go to steal more gold. You are a pirate,Tristan, though you hide behind the English for pro­
tection."

 "And you see things only the way you wish to seethem. But this voyage is not for profit—it is for per­
sonal reasons."

 "But you spoke of a purpose. What purpose?"

 "It is nothing you need to know about," Tristan said,and turned to leave the room.

 "Do you go to find Don Miguel?" Bettina asked.

 Tristan swung around and looked at Bettina suspic­iously. "How do you—"

 "If you will remember, I was there when you spokeof Don Miguel toCapitaine O'Casey," Bettina inter­
rupted him. "Don Miguel does—"

 "Stop saying his name with such familiarity!" Tris­tan said brusquely, his clear blue eyes suddenly alight
with a fire that came from his very soul. "He is Bas-tida—the murderer!"

 "Why do you search for him?" Bettina ventured.

 "Because of something that happened a long timeago. It is no concern of yours."

 "But even Don Miguel doesn't know why you lookfor him. He has never met you."

 "What in hell are you talking about? What makesyou think he doesn't know?"

 "I had dinner with him at Pierre's house. He said—"

 "Bastida was there?" Tristan asked incredulously.

 "Yes."
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 "Mother of God! He was so close—so very close.Blast it, Bettina! You see what you've done to me?"

 "I have done nothing to you!" she cried indignantly.

 "If I had not been so intent on rinding you, I wouldhave asked the townspeople of Saint Martin the same
questions I ask in every port. I would have found Bas-tida at last!" Tristan said vehemently. "Is he still
there?"

 "You blame me because you did not find DonMiguel, when it was not my fault. I will not answeryour
questions about him."

 Tristan crossed to her in two quick strides andgrabbed her arm tightly. "You will answer me on this,
Bettina, or by God, I will beat it out of you!"

 She turned pale, for there was no doubt in her mindthat he meant what he said.

 "I—I don't think he will still be there. He was wait­ing for the return of his ship, and it arrived the day
after I did. I gathered he would be there only a fewmore days."

 "Do you know where he was going or where helives?"

 "No."

 "What about his ship? Do you know the name?"

 "No. I only know it brought a cargo of slaves thatPierre purchased."

 "So far, you have told me nothing useful. I gatheryou spoke to him of me. What did he have to say?"
Tristan asked in a calmer voice.

 "He said only that he has heard that you search forhim, but he doesn't know why. He thinks you must
havehim mistaken for someone else because he has nevermet you," Bettina replied. Don Miguel might
find Tris­tan first and end her misery. She would not warn Tris­tan that Bastida was now searching for
him.

 "So Bastida thinks he doesn't know me," Tristanreflected, letting go of Bettina's arm. "Well, he knows
me; he just doesn't remember. But before I killhim,
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 I will make sure he knows why I'm sending him tohell."

 "Why do you want to kill him? What has he everdone to you?"

 "I told you it is no concern of yours."

 "Have you considered that he might kill you instead? He may be much older than you, but he is still a
power­ful man. You could be the one to die."

 "That would certainly make you happy, wouldn't it?" Tristan asked coldly.

 "Yes, it would! You have caused me nothing butmisery. You know I hate you, and now I know you hate
me, too. You would have beat me, though I am withchild, just to obtain information about Don Miguel!"

 "I wouldn't beat you, Bettina," Tristan said with aheavy sigh. "I will never raise a hand against you—you
should know that by now. It was a hollow threat, and I was angry enough to make you believe it. But I
had to know what you could tell me. I must find Bas-tida. I have sworn to kill him, and I will never rest
until I do." He turned and walked out of the room.

 Bettina was left in confusion. She still didn't under­stand why Tristan wanted to find and kill Don Miguel
de Bastida.

  

 The tavern was small, and the many tablescrowded closely together about the room were em­pty this
late at night. The best food in town could be hadhere, but the brothel upstairs received more clientele.
Tristan was seated at one of the tables with an amusedexpression on his face, watching sailors and
merchantsclimbing up and down the stairs at the back of theroom.

 "Tristan, it is madness to linger here," Jules said,casting furtive glances about the room. "I'm beginning to
think you've lost your judgment. We can eat on theship. Let us go."

 "Relax, Jules. There is no danger here," Tristan said,leaning back in his chair.

 "No danger! That man de Lambert probably has areward out for your head. After what Bettina told him
about you, he would know it was you who took heragain. Are you tired of living?"

 "You're beginning to sound like an old woman. Noone knows us here."

 "I didn't want to come to Saint Martin to begin with,but you were so sure you would learn something of
Bastida here. Well, all you have learned is that he leftin a hurry. No one knows anything else."

 "The Comte de Lambert would know. He wouldknow in what direction Bastida sailed, perhaps even his
destination."

 "Mother of God! Youhave lost your sanity. Youcan't mean to go to his plantation and ask him!"
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 "Why not? If he can tell me where Bastida is now,it is worth the risk."

 "Then I will go with you," Jules returned.

 "No," Tristan said adamantly.

 "You are a young fool. It's not because of Bastidathat you want to see de Lambert. It is because that
blond vixen intends to marry him. Admit it."

 "Perhaps you're right."

 "Did it occur to you that he may not want her whenshe returns to him with your child?"

 "How did you know of the child?" Tristan askedangrily, coming forward in his chair., "I couldn't help but
hear Bettina when she gaveyou the news. I didn't mention it before because you'vebeen in such a foul
mood since we left the island."

 "Well, Bettina may be pregnant, but I have doubtsthat the child is mine. She may bring de Lambert his
own child when she returns to him!" Tristan said bit­terly.

 "But that is impossible," Jules laughed. "She washere only two days."

 "That does not make it impossible!" Tristan bit off,tiny blue flames in his eyes.

  

  

 "You sound jealous. Don't tell me you've fallen inlove with the wench."

 "You know I have never fallen for a woman. Thereis only one thing in my heart—and that is hatred. But
to see Bettina grow big with a child that might be deLambert's—the doubt is like a dagger twisting in my
stomach."

 "Then give her up."

 "That's the trouble. I'm not tired of her yet. She—"

 Tristan stopped short and looked toward the door
with amazement. Jules turned his head and saw a man
dressed regally in gray silk. His cloak and scabbard
were black velvet, and his bearing spoke of nobility.
The man crossed the room and approached the plump
woman behind the bar who made the arrangements for
the girls upstairs.          r

 When the madam saw the gentleman, her face lit up with a welcoming smile. "Ah, Comte de Lambert,
youare back so soon."

 "I would like to see Colette again," he said.
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 "So my new girl, she has lit a fire in you, eh? PoorJeanie, she will be disappointed that you have founda
new favorite."

 Jules was afraid to look at Tristan, but when heturned, he saw that outwardly Tristan appeared calm,but
his knuckles gleamed white. Tristan rose slowly,like a hungry lion stalking unsuspecting prey.

 "For the love of God, Tristan," Jules whisperedangrily. "He will know you."

 "Just stay where you are and stop looking as if youwere facing the gallows," Tristan said coldly. He
turnedand approached de Lambert."Monsieur, might I havea word with you?"

 Pierre de Lambert stopped at the foot of the stairswith one hand on the rail, annoyed at the delay. But
when he saw the huge stranger walking toward him,all thoughts of Colette and pleasure vanished. The
manwas unusually tall, with golden hair curling slightly at the nape of his neck. He was dressed like a
commonsailor, in tight breeches and a white, open-necked shirt with billowing sleeves caught at his
wrists. He wore a black baldric over one shoulder to support a wicked-looking sword, and his hand
rested lightly on the hilt.

 Pierre felt a slight tingling of recognition, but heknew that if he had ever seen this man before, he would
have remembered. He eyedhim warily and waited forthe man to speak.

 "I overheard the madam address you as the Comtede Lambert. If you are indeed thecomte, you might
be able to help me," Tristan said amiably. His eyes werelike blue ice, and his smile fixed.

 "How can I help you,monsieur?"

 "I am looking for a friend of mine," Tristan said."I have been told he was a guest of yours recently."

 "Whom do you speak of?" Pierre asked. "I havemany guests at my plantation."

 "Don Miguel de Bastida. He—"

 "What is your name,monsieur?" Pierre interrupted,edging his hand slowly to his sword.

 "Forgive me. My name is Matisse. Perhaps DonMiguel spoke of me. He saved my life a few years agoin
battle."

 "Don Miguel spoke of no battles while he stayedwith me, nor did he mention your name."

 "Well, I suppose he is not one to boast of his marks­manship," Tristan laughed, feeling sick. He would
havepreferred to draw his sword, but he couldn't kill theman just because Bettina might be carrying his
child."Can you tell me where I could find Don Miguel? Itis important to me."

 "Why?" Pierre asked skeptically, though he was surethis Matisse couldn't be who he had thought he
was.
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 No, the pirate who had stolen Bettina wouldn't dare toapproach him.

 "As I said, Don Miguel saved my life. I would liketo repay him—perhaps be his personal guard so thatI
might save his life one day."

 "Well, I am sorry, but I cannot help you. Don Miguelleft rather abruptly over three months ago, and I
wastoo upset over a personal matter to be concerned with his destination."

 "Then you have no idea where he could be?"

 "I imagine Don Miguel is still somewhere in theCaribbean. He had some old business that he wantedto
take care of before he returned to Spain."

 "Did he say what kind of business?" Tristan asked hopefully. "It might lead me to him."

 "I doubt that, Monsieur Matisse. Don Miguel's busi­ness will not keep him long in any port," Pierre said.
"Now I must bid you good night—I have someonewaiting for me."

 "Of course," Tristan said, and turned to walk backto his table. The smile on his lips vanished as quickly
as a snuffed candle, but the fire still burned in his eyes.

 "I am surprised you didn't come right out and askhim if he had bedded Bettina. You wanted to, didn't
you?" Jules asked heatedly when Tristan sat down.

 "Yes, but I couldn't expect the truth from him onthat subject. So you heard my little performance?"

 "I couldn't help but hear! You were a fool to speak to thecomte. I saw his face when you told him yo >
were looking for Don Miguel. For a moment he guessedwho you really are. I'm surprised he believed
that taleyou spun about Bastida."

 "Well, he did," Tristan replied dryly. "I told youthere was nothing to worry about."

 "Yes, but you took the risk for nothing. We stilldon't know where Bastida is. We could search these
waters forever and not find him."

 "I suppose you want to give up?"

 "Well, it wouldn't hurt to return to the island fora short visit," Jules said.

 "We've only been gone a month and only put intofour ports thus far. If you miss your wife that much,you
should have stayed with the women as I askedyou."
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 "I'm not worried about their safety. Joco and themen we left behind will protect them. But I am not the
only one who is thinking of home. The rest of the crewis, too—and you also, my friend. You didn't come
to Saint Martin just to learn of Bastida. You came to seewhat Bettina's betrothed is like. Are you
disappointed that thecomte is not old and pockmarked?"

 "Why should that bother me?" Tristan asked calmly.Then he suddenly exploded, "What the hell is he
doingin a blasted whorehouse? If I were him, I would beout searching every island from here to the
Colonies. But where does he do his searching? In a whore's bed!I'll wager he doesn't have one ship out
looking for Bettina."

 "Is that what you want him to do? Do you want himto find her?"

 "No."

 "Well, then?"

 "I just don't understand why he isn't trying," Tristansaid more quietly.

 "You don't know that he isn't, but let's not waitaround to ask him when he comes down. The food is
cold, anyway. I'm for returning to the ship—now."

 Tristan laughed. "What's happened to you, oldfriend? Taking small risks never bothered you before."

 "Yes, but I have only just come to know my new daughter. And Maloma is pregnant again. With only
girls so far, I would like to see a son before I die."
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 Tristan frowned as they left the tavern, reminded ofthe tormented and sleepless nights he had spent this
last month, thinking of Bettina and the baby growingwithin her.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 T

 HE house was pleasantly cool throughout themorning, and only the persistent beating of the afternoon
sun warmed the thick white stone walls. Bettinawalked slowly down the stairs one afternoon, a month
and a half after Tristan left, wearing a comfor­table, sleeveless dress of yellow cotton and carrying alarge
towel over one arm.

 In France, Bettina had worn only the most fashion­able clothes, though she detested doing so. She
thoughtclothes should be becoming but also be comfortableto wear, but Andree had never allowed her to
dress insuch simple garments. But on this tropical island, Bet­tina gave up the two petticoats and the
extra bodiceand skirt that were always revealed under the outerdress. She simply connected the skirt and
bodice ofher dresses, instead of leaving them slashed in front.One shift sufficed for modesty, and she
could do without the large lace collars and the slashed and purledsleeves.

 She had even decided in the beginning not to bunchup her skirts for the extra width it added to her hips.
Let Tristan stare at her slim hips long enough, andhe might turn to a more rounded shape. That had been
her hope, but Tristan didn't seem to mind that shewasn't well rounded.

 Bettina surveyed the large dining hall with a smile. The brightly colored tapestry that Joco had produced
from the cellar now hung over the fireplace, and shehad made white curtains for the few windows. The
windows were too small and too high to allow muchlight into the room, and she decided that they needed
enlarging, but she would have to wait and discuss that with Tristan. Five thickly stuffed chairs in light
colorshad been added about the room, and Joco was presentlyout back building a sofa.

 Luckily, Tristan had never disposed of the bootyfrom the last captured Spanish ship, and Joco had been
able to find furniture and materials to improve everyroom in the house.

 The booty was kept in the cellar, and none of thewomen were allowed to go down, but had to summon
one of the men if they needed something. Bettina onlynoticed after Tristan left that the room was kept
lockedat all times. Joco assured her that nothing mysterious was in the cellar; just captured goods, odds
and ends,and a supply of food. But Bettina thought it strange that Tristan had been able to produce a pair
of shoesfor her that just happened to be her size, and a pairfor her mother.

 Bettina had spent the morning in her room with Maloma. They had become friends, and since Maloma
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was also pregnant, they had much in common. Theywere making little quilts for the infants, but although
Bettina enjoyed the entire morning spent sewing and idly chatting, she still couldn't keep Tristan
completelyfrom her thoughts.

 A month ago, Maloma began to swell with the childshe carried. She would give birth only two weeks
beforeBettina, but Bettina's figure remained as slim as ever.

 Bettina didn't doubt that she was pregnant, but shehad hoped she would lose her trim shape quickly. She
wanted to be enormously big before Tristan returnedto the island, so that he would have to look
elsewhereto satisfy his lust.

 Tristan had left angrily, taking only half the menwith him. He hadn't even told Bettina good-bye, but had
left the same day they argued so fiercely. But she didn't miss him, she told herself continually. She didn't
knowwhen he would return, but she hoped it wouldn't be fora long, long time—in fact, never.

 Bettina went by the kitchen area and lingered there a moment, smelling the aroma of fresh bread baking.
Then she left through the back door and stepped herway around the lumber in the yard. She stopped by
astocky young man with curly blond hair who was ham­mering away at the frame of the new sofa. She
smiledapprovingly at Joco when he looked up at her.

 "You have a talent for carpentry, Joco," Bettinasaid, surveying his work. "Has this ever been yourtrade?"

 "I'm ship's carpenter,mam'selle. I like to work withwood."

 "How long have you been withCapitaine Tristan?"

 "Ever since he bought theSpirited Lady. Never sawno reason to want to sail on any other ship. The
cap'ntreats his crew squarely. But now that I've got a wifeand two children, I've been thinkin' of givin' up
thesea."

 "So you intend to settle down?" Bettina asked. Sothere were honorable men among Tristan's crew, she
thought.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "I'll be givin' up the sea, all right, now that my twosons are old enough to need a father. I was gonna ask
Cap'n Tristan if I could settle here. I've got a littlehut on the north shore that I can improve, and thisisland
is just right for raisin' a family."
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 "I suppose it is," Bettina said, glancing about at allthe tropical beauty surrounding her. "Well, good day,
Joco."

 Bettina left him and walked across the back lawnto the forest. She was going to a secret place she had
found one day when she went exploring by herself.She went there often, for in that secluded area, Bettina
could make believe that this island was her home, thatthe past months were only a dream, and that she
hadnever met a man called Tristan. But no matter howhard she tried to concentrate on pleasant things,
Tris­tan always found his way into her thoughts.

 It was spring, and the island was twice as beautifulas when Bettina had first come. The sky was clear,
leaving the blazing sun no place to hide, and the tower­ing mountain stood alone, without the swirling mist
that usually clung to it.

 Bettina saw Thomas Wesley weeding a bed of flam­ing poinsettias that he had planted around the tree
hecalled shower of gold. The tree had bloomed recentlyin a burst of bright yellow buds and petals.
Bettinahad wondered at the immaculate lawns and. flower beds,but she met Thomas Wesley after Tristan
gave her the freedom of the island, and she learned that he was re­sponsible for the beautiful gardens.

 Bettina waved to Thomas before she entered theforest and started down the path. For most of his life,
Thomas Wesley had been head gardener on some greatestate in England, but he had always wanted to
be asailor and visit other lands. He had come to the New World on a merchant vessel, but then he had
met Tris­tan and signed on theSpirited Lady. When they found this island with its lush jungle five years
before, he hadjust had to stay. Tristan had agreed, and in five years, Thomas had turned the grounds
surrounding the house into gardens worthy of a palace. He was happy here— you could see it in his
face—and Bettina enjoyed talk­ing to him.

 Soon Bettina left the path and had to work her way around vine-covered trees and heavy undergrowth.
Itwasn't as difficult as the first time, for her visits were creating an obvious trail.

 She continued toward the mountain and the center ofthe island. The mountain had been her destination
theday she had first decided to explore. She had plannedto climb the foothills until she could stand in the
midst of the swirling gray clouds. She wanted to lose herselfin that primitive splendor, wanted a single
sunray to break through the clouds and touch her as it had the heart of the mountain her first day on the
island. But she never fulfilled that desire, for she had found an­other island wonder that day.

 Bettina passed palm trees of all heights and varieties,standing side by side with tall pines, their scent filling
the air. Coconuts lay on the ground, and magnificentflowers were everywhere—blue, lilac, yellow, and
pink.

 Soon Bettina could hear the trickling of runningwater—a stream running down from the mountain. Afew
steps more and she finally reached her little para­dise—a hidden pool formed by the stream. There were
new hihiscus blooms on the opposite bank, large flowersthe size of her outstretched hand. They were
brilliant reds and yellows, and a lone white one that she knewshe would be tempted to pick before she
returned tothe house.

 Bettina walked into the blazing sunlight that half-covered the grassy left bank of the stream. She dropped
the towel that she had brought, and began to undress.To her left, silvery carpeted steps seemed to climb
up to the mountain itself, and a miniature waterfall felldown them to fill a shallow, rounded pool with
crystal-clear water. The pool was surrounded by tall trees, thickferns, and flowers, and heavy branches
fell over the stream on both ends, nearly touching the water. Bettinawas hidden as if in a small room.
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 As she stepped into the cool water, Bettina won­dered fleetingly if she would be able to keep her para­
dise a secret from Tristan when he returned. Then shechided herself. Why couldn't she stop thinking
aboutthat man, even for a little while?

  

  

  

  

  

 Are you here with me, Tristan, or is your mindback on the island again?" Jules asked.

 "Did you say something?" Tristan looked up, hisblue eyes dreamy. Then they darkened with disgust ashe
glanced about the crowded, smoke-filled room. Thestink of unwashed bodies assailed his nostrils.
"Tortugais the Devil's own breeding ground," he said distaste­fully. "Why the hell couldn't Bastida be here
with the rest of the cutthroats and murderers?"

 "You used to like to come here and raise a little hellyourself, as I remember," Jules reminded him. "At
least here you know what you're up against."

 "Got your courage back, eh?"

 "I prefer this hellhole any day, to walking into thehands of your enemies."

 "I'm sorry I put you through that scare back onSaint Martin," Tristan said soberly.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "You would have swung for it, not me. Three portssince Saint Martin, and we still haven't learned any­
thing about Bastida's whereabouts. When will you giveup the search, Tristan?"

 "When I find him," Tristan replied, finishing off hissecond tankard of rum.

 "You know, the men spoke to me before we entered the harbor. They're anxious to return home."
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 "Why? Haven't I given them leave in every port?They've had plenty of women."

 "They want to return home with a priest."

 "A what?" Tristan asked disbelievingly.

 Jules laughed. "It seems quite a few of our ship­mates want to have a proper wedding."

 "Bunch of fools! The old chiefs blessing was goodenough before. I suppose you are in accord with this?"

 "As a matter of fact, yes. Madeleine has been afterme for some time now," Jules answered, humor in his
^voice. "She swears I'm living in sin with Maloma."

 "So this is her idea—I should have known. Where are you going to find a priest, anyway? And if you do
find one, why would he want to come with us?" Tris­tan asked.

 "Who is to say he wouldn't? Once he hears howmany men and women are presently living in sin on our
island, the good fellow might even elect to stay."

 "Well, if you and the men are lucky enough to finda willing priest, I won't deny your wishes. But I still
think it is ridiculous."

 Jules looked thoughtful for a moment. "Will you bepaying a visit to the widow while we're here?"

 "I hadn't considered it," Tristan answered. Thelovely widow Hagen hadn't even entered his mind,though
she lived only a few blocks from this very tavern,and he always visited her when he came to Tortuga.

 "What excuse have you for not finding a congenialbedmate for a night or two?" Jules asked with an in­
nocent expression.

 "Do I need an excuse?" Tristan raised a brow.

 "It's not like you to pass up bedding a wench."

 "I have had other things on my mind. Must I remindyou that this is not a voyage for profit or pleasure?"
Tristan asked irritably.

 "No, but without the widow's help, you wouldn't havebought a ship to search for Bastida. And she has
prob­ably been informed that theSpirited Lady is hi the har­bor. She will be disappointed if you don't
visit her."

 "If you are trying to make me feel guilty, old friend,it won't work. I've paid my debt to the widow."

 "You were grateful enough when she sold you theSpirited Ladyfor such a paltry sum."

 "That was six years ago, and you forget that Mar­garet Hagen is a very wealthy woman," said Tristan.
"Her husband left her half a dozen ships when he died.She was more than willing to let theSpirited Lady
gofor the small sum I had."

 "It wasyou she wanted."
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 "You flatter me, Jules. The lady has had countlesslovers since I first met her. She just likes men. Besides,
the widow would demand too much time. We won't behere that long."

 "You could make the time," Jules replied lightly.

 "I could, but I don't intend to."

 "What is the matter with you, Tristan?" Jules said."You know the widow knows every ship that comes
into the harbor. She also knows you search for Bastida. Onevisit to her would be worth hours of
combing the docksfor information."

 "Why are you so intent on my seeing the widow?"Tristan asked in exasperation.

 "We have been searching for Bastida for over twomonths, and yet it is Bettina Verlaine who occupies  
your thoughts. I had hoped the widow could make youforget her for a while," Jules answered.

 Jules was right. Bettina and her child had plagued Tristan day and night these past months. He doubted
the widow could make him forget about Bettina, butshe might tell him something of Bastida.

 Tristan sighed heavily. "Very well. I will meet youback on the ship in a few hours."

 "Take your time, my friend. There is no hurry,"Jules replied jovially.

 Tristan smiled and shook his head. He left the smoke-filled tavern and stepped into the blinding sun­light;
then he sighed again. He had no real desire tosee the widow, though he had always been anxious to visit
her before. She was a beautiful woman, only threeyears older than he, and passionate beyond belief.

 Tristan passed a small jeweler's shop and decided togo in. A pearl necklace might pacify the widow's
temperwhen he informed her that he wouldn't be staying thenight with her. But then— Blast it, why
shouldn't he stay the night with her? One day wasted wouldn't mat­ter, and it would be nice to make love
to a womanwho didn't constantly scream her hatred, who openedher arms and her legs gladly.

 Tristan started to leave the jeweler's, for there was no need to purchase a gift for Margaret now, but
then a pair of earrings caught his eye. They were sapphires, tiny gems mounted in rings of silver, and
suspended inthe center of the rings were large dark-blue sapphires that reminded Tristan of Bettina's eyes
when she washappy. He would like to see her eyes that color all the time, and in his mind he could
picture the sapphires dangling from Bettina's ears, contrasting beautifullywith her silky flaxen hair, and
matching her dark-blueeyes.

 He purchased the earrings, and also a long strand ofpearls—just in case.
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 Margaret Hagen saw Tristan come up the stone walk­way leading to her three-story house. Before he
had a chance to knock on the door, it opened, and he was met by a pair of angry dark-violet eyes. But
the anger dis­appeared quickly, and Margaret threw her arms around Tristan's neck and kissed him
intensely, molding hersoft body against his.

 "Ah, Tristan, I've missed you so," she whispered against his ear. Then she pulled him into her house and
quickly shut the door. "I was so angry when you didn't come this morning," she scolded. "But now that
you're here, I can't stay mad at you."

 She took his hand and started to lead him upstairs, but he pulled her into the parlor instead. "You haven't
changed, Margaret," he laughed softly.

 "Butyou have—in more ways than one. You used tocarry me up those stairs to my bed before I could
even greet you. Have you been with another woman this morning? Is that what kept you?" she asked
heatedly.

 "No, I stopped to purchase a gift for you," he said lightly, and produced the pearls from the pocket of
hislongcoat.

 She beamed with delight, and she turned and liftedher black shoulder-length hair so he could fasten the
pearls around her neck. She faced him again and smiledas she fingered the pearls lovingly.

 "I know these didn't take you all morning to pur­chase, but I won't reproach you anymore." She took his
hand and led him to a black-and-gold sofa. "Now tell me, why did you shave off your beautiful beard?
Notthat I mind, but you look so much younger without it."

 "It was something I had to do. But since then I'vegotten used to being without it."

 "Why would you have to shave? That is ridiculous,"she replied.

 "It's a long story, Margaret, and I'm afraid I don'thave the time to relate it," Tristan said. "I will be sail­ing
in a few hours."

 "But why?"

 "You know that I can never rest until I find Bastida. And although preying on Spanish gold is very profit­
able, it keeps me too long at sea. If I am to find thatmurderer, I have to devote all my time to hunting him
down, and that's what I've decided to do."

 "Why don't you give it up, Tristan? You will prob­ably never find Bastida."

 "Our paths will cross one day, of that I am sure,"Tristan said, his voice full of bitter hatred.

 "Then I might as well tell you. Bastida was hereabout two months ago."

 "Blast it!" Tristan exploded, slamming his hand downon his thigh. "Why didn't I come here first? That's
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twice now I could have found him, only my mind has beenelsewhere!"

 "I doubt you would have found him here, Tristan.He was here only a few hours. It seems he is also
search­ing for someone or something."

 "What can you tell me?"

 "Not very much, I'm afraid. Bastida was asking abouta merchant ship, and he stayed only until he was
satis­fied it wasn't in the harbor."

 "Why a merchant ship?"

 "I have no idea. But if he is searching each island asyou are, with only a day's stop on each one, then the
odds are greatly against your finding him until one of you happens on the same place," Margaret replied.

 "Perhaps you are right."

 "Then you will stay here for a while?" she askedhopefully, running her hand over his chest.

 "No," he answered, and stood up quickly. "I must beleaving."

 "There is another woman, isn't there?" she asked,making an effort to smile.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Tristan decided to tell her the truth. "Yes, I supposeyou could say that."

 "Is she pretty? Of course she would be," Margaret said. "When you said your mind has been elsewhere,
you were referring to this woman. You must love hervery much."

 "I don't love her, but I want her. She has obsessedmy mind," he replied irritably.

 "And how does she feel about you?"

 Tristan laughed shortly. "She detests my very soul,and yet I can't blame her. Perhaps it is because she
hates me that I still want her. She is a challenge."

 "I find it hard to believe that any woman could hateyou, Tristan." She stood up and kissed him lightly on
the cheek. "But if you're sure you don't love her, I canwait until you get her out of your blood."
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 "Well, don't give up your countless lovers whileyou're waiting," he teased.

 "You know I could never do that," she laughed."Unless, of course, you were willing to marry me. Icould
give up any man if I had you, Tristan. You would surely be worth the loss."

 Tristan left the widow's house in a carefree mood. He had intended to stay the night with Margaret, but
somehow he just couldn't. The old desire for her was gone. He didn't know what was the matter with
him,but he didn't want to worry about it at present.

 There was no point in continuing to search for Bas-tida now. He would wait awhile until Bastida found
whoever it washe was searching for and returned to Spain. But for now—now Tristan would go home.

  

  

  

 After a long two and a half months of absence,Tristan could hardly contain his excitement whenhis island
was sighted. He had been a fool to leave Bettina just when he had learned she was carrying hischild. He
had missed her so. She would be four and ahalf months.' pregnant now, but he prayed she wouldn'tbe
too big to make love to.

 Tristan paced nervously across the foredeck until hisship sailed into the small cove and the anchor was
dropped. Then in a loud, booming voice, he informed the crew that they could take their leave
immediately.He would order the men who had stayed on the islandto come and secure the ship. If the
men on board wereas anxious to see their women as he was to see Bettina,he might have had a mutiny if
he had delayed them onthe ship.

 Father Hadrian stood by idly, watching the menhastily lowering the small boats. He wondered if he
should speak to the captain about keeping these menfrom their so-called wives until after the marriage
cere­monies. But seeing the happy anticipation on the faces of the crew, he doubted they would listen to
reason.

 No, he would just have to close his eyes and praythat the ceremonies took place quickly. Besides, Cap­
tain Tristan would offer no help. The priest had been told about the Frenchwoman the captain was
keepingon the island, and the young man had made it quiteclear to Father Hadrian that he would tolerate
nomoralizing about his way of life. He thought it absurd that some of his men wanted to marry when they
didn't have to, and he had no intention of marrying his lady.

 In less than twenty minutes, the boats were ashore, and after another ten minutes of half-walking,
half-running, Tristan stood just inside the doorway of hishouse, completely amazed at the changes.

 "It looks as if the women kept busy while we weregone," Jules said when he came up beside Tristan. "I
must say it is a definite improvement. They've turned this old fortress into a home. And look, they've even
hung curtains!"

 Tristan glanced at the white curtains and smiled. Atleast Bettina hadn't made a wedding dress with the
material, as she had wanted.
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 Tristan laughed as his crew made a terrible racket running past the house on the way to their homes. The
shouting and laughter brought Maloma to the top of thestairs, and Tristan stared openmouthed when he
sawhow big she had grown. They had never stayed home long enough before to see the women grow
with child,and he prayed again that Bettina wasn't that big yet-But he wondered why she didn't appear.

 "I will see you later, Tristan—much later," Julessaid over his shoulder as he started for the stairs.

 Tristan smiled as he watched Jules join his wife.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Davey volunteered to take Father Hadrian to the village,where he had asked to stay, and Tristan was
relievedthat the good father would not be sleeping in the roomnext to his.

 Tristan started to walk toward the stairs, then beganto run.

 "Capitaine,she is not in your room."

 Tristan halted abruptly and swung around to seeJossel standing in the doorway to the kitchen. Hewalked
to her, scowling, imagining the worst of possi­bilities.

 "Where is she?" he demanded brusquely.

 "There is no reason for you to be upset. Bettina wentfor a walk—as she does every afternoon," Jossel
saidcalmly.

 "Where?"

 "I have no idea in which direction she goes. She al­ways walks alone."

 "It's good to see you back, Cap'n," Joco Martel saidwhen he came from the back of the house. "Was
yourvoyage successful?"

 "No, but I left you in charge here, Joco, and I'll have your hide if you can't tell me where Bettina is right
now!" Tristan bellowed.

 "She's in the forest, Cap'n," Joco replied weakly."She always goes the same way, leavin' the path where
itturns toward the village."
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 "Straight or to the right?"

 "Straight."

 "And now tell me why in blazes you've let her gointo the forest alone?"

 "You trusted 'er before you left, Cap'n, and she 'ada fit when I tol' 'er she should 'ave someone with 'er.
Sheinsisted on goin' alone, and I didn't really see no 'armin it," Joco answered nervously.

 "Blast it! That woman has no right to insist uponanything. I gave you instructions when I left. You wereto
carry outmy orders, not hers!" Tristan stormed.

 "My daughter is no longer a child,Capitaine. She can take care of herself. And she has always
cherished her privacy. In France, she always took walks throughthe countryside alone," Jossel said.

 "This is not France,madame! There are wild pigsliving at the foot of the mountain. If Bettina walkedtoo
far, she could be attacked and killed!"

 "Killed!" Jossel turned pale.

 "She was never gone long enough to reach the moun­tain, or I would 'ave gone after 'er," Joco said
quickly.

 "How long has she been gone?"

 "Only an hour," Joco replied.

 Tristan said no more, but left the house by the backdoor. Running, it took him only a few minutes to
reachthe bend in the path. As he left the path and followedthe trail of trampled grass that led toward the
mountain,he wondered if Bettina had found the same shallow poolthat he used to come to. If that was
where she went on her walks, he could understand her wish for privacy.

 \

 hen Tristan saw that the trail indeed led to thestream, he slowed his pace and decided to surpriseBettina.
But when he came to the trees bordering thestream, he was the one who was surprised. Bettina waslying
on the soft grass beside the pool, completely atease, and completely naked.

 The blood rushed through his veins as Tristan's eyescovered her entirely. Her whole body was a golden
tan. She lay on her back with the sun caressing her, one legraised, her hands clasped behind her head,
and her damp hair spread on the grass above her. Tristan staredfor long moments at her slightly
protruding belly and the plaguing doubts surfaced again. A child slept there,but whose child? But Tristan
pushed the thoughts ofthe child from his mind, for the throbbing in his loinswas the only thing that
mattered now.
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 "Tristan!" Bettina gasped when she opened her eyesto findhim standing above her.

 She stared at him for what seemed like an eternity,unable to say anything. She felt desire rise in her,
almostlike an ache. He stood, legs astride, with his hands on his hips. The sun lit the edges of his hair to
liquid gold,and she wanted to run her hands through it, to touch his bronzed cheeks, to taste his lips on
hers.

 Bettina watched with anticipation as Tristan removedhis shirt, then his knee-length boots and breeches.
Butwhen he was naked, and she saw the look of triumph on his face as he bent down to her, she finally
broke out of her trance. She quickly rolled out of his reachand grabbed her dress to hide her nakedness,
thenscrambled to her feet, holding the dress in front of her.

 Tristan laughed heartily. "It took you long enoughto remember that you hate me. But then, you don't
really hate me, do you, Bettina? Why don't you give into what you were feeling a moment ago?"

 Oh, God, why had she stared at him so long? Hemust have seen the desire in her eyes.

 "I don't know what you are talking about!" she re­torted. Her cheeks were bright pink, but she was in
con­trol now.

 "Yes, you do, little one," he said huskily and startedto approach her.

 "Tristan, stop!" she screamed, backing away fromhim. "Come no closer to me!"

 "I'm going to make love to you, Bettina, and youknow it. You want it. So why don't you give up this
pretense?" he asked softly.

 "You are mad!" she cried fearfully. "If I wanted you to touch me, would I ask you to stay away? I still
hate you, Tristan—have no doubts about that."

 "You're lying, Bettina, especially to yourself," Tristansaid quietly. He leaped forward and grabbed her
aboutthe waist.
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 "Tristan, please!" she begged as he pulled her to theshade and lowered her to the ground. "If you make
mefight you, it will harm the baby!"

 He mounted her despite her pleading, and held herarms stretched out at her sides as he leaned over her.
"You're not going to fight me, little one. I have thought of this moment every day I was away from you,
andyou know there is nothing that will stop me from having you now." He released her arms and leaned
on his el­bows, careful not to press his full weight on her. He heldher face with his hands and kissed her
softly, thensmiled lazily at her. "You will have to give up yourresistance for a while, for the baby's sake.
The childwill give you an excuse not to fight me, so relax andenjoy it while you can."

 "But I do not want an excuse! Why don'tyou take the excuse and find another to force yourself upon?"
Bettina asked heatedly.

 "It's you I want—and it's you I'll have. You don'twant to fight me, Bettina. It's only your pride that
makesyou continue to do so."

 "That is not so!" she cried indignantly.

 "Why must you be so stubborn?" he asked in exas­peration. "You have a reason now to give
up—withoutlosing your pride. For God's sake, I won't taunt you for it!"

 "No!"

 Tristan kissed her passionately then, stopping hermouth. He entered her, burying himself deep inside her.
He felt her nails begin to dig into his back, and hetensed, waiting for pain. But then she ran her fingers
through his hair and caressed his back. The fires thatwere always between them grew, and as the
pleasureexploded inside Tristan, she kissed him intensely, send­ing him to heights that he could reach only
with thiswoman.

 When Tristan rolled to her side and lay on the grassbeside her, Bettina sat up and clasped her knees, her
hair covering her body like a white silk cape. She stared moodily at the little waterfall.

 "I've missed you, Bettina," Tristan said softly from behind her. He moved her hair aside and caressed her
back. "I've thought about you constantly—every day,and especially at night, when I would lay in my
cabinremembering how we shared it."

 "I am sure when you went ashore you found suitable companions to relieve your misery," she replied
sarcas­tically.

 "You sound jealous, little one," Tristan laughed.

 "That is absurd!" she bit off angrily, turning toward him. "I have told you time and again to find another."

 "That's easy enough to say, even when you don'tmean it. Consider your true feelings, Bettina. You've
missed me, too, haven't you?"

 "Of course not. How could I miss you when I prayedthat you would never return. And why did you
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return sosoon? Did you find Don Miguel?"

 "No, I've decided to wait some time before I con­tinue the search."

 "How much time?" she asked.

 "These last months that I've been away from youhave seemed like an eternity. I've decided to stay here
until the year you promised me comes to an end."

 "But—but you cannot!" she cried. "When I gave you my word that I would stay here for a year, it was
onlybecause you said you wouldn't be here the whole time."

 "And I haven't been. You already had two and ahalf months alone, and that is enough."

 "Then I suppose I must be thankful that I am withchild, because it will free me from your advances when
my time grows near. Then you willhave to find an­other," she replied tartly, standing up to dress.

 Tristan frowned at her words as he reached for his own garments. What if the child were born with
blackhair? Worse, what if the child were graced with Bettina's white-blond hair and dark eyes? Then he
wouldnever know the truth.

 "You look troubled,Capitaine," Bettina teased himas she bent to pick a bouquet of violet flowers. "Are
you finding it difficult to decide who will replace me?"

 He stared at her for a long moment, his eyes fallingto her waist. Now that she was dressed, her shape
looked the same as when he left her.

 "I saw Maloma at the house," Tristan remarked,ignoring her question. "She has grown quite large
al­ready, and yet you have changed very little. Are yousure that it's four and a half months that you've
carriedthe child?"

 Bettina laughed gaily, her eyes sparkling blue. "Youwould like to believe that, wouldn't you? Then you
would have no doubt that the child is yours. Well, I am sorry to disappoint you, Tristan, but my
calculations are correct. Now, if you do not mind, I am going to return to the house."

 He grabbed her arms as she started to pass him,making her drop the flowers she held. "But you say the
child is mine?" he demanded.

 "I have told you it is."

 "You said you lied about de Lambert, but in truthyou could be lying now."

 "Believe what you like, Tristan. I told you beforethat it doesn't matter."

 "But it does matter!" His voice rose to a high pitch,and his hands tightened on her arms. "For the love of
God, Bettina! I can't stand this doubt anymore. Swearto me that the child is mine!"

 There was pain mixed with rage in his eyes, and Bet­tina felt a strong desire to see the relief on his face
thatonly she could give. But then she remembered why shehad planted the doubt in his mind to begin
with. Shehad hoped to make him suffer, and he was suffering.
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 She would not remove the doubt and give him peace of mind. This was a satisfactory revenge for all the
misery he had caused her.

 "Every time I gave you my word, Tristan, it was be­cause you left me no choice to do otherwise. But I
havea choice now, and I choose not to give you my word on this. I told you the child is yours—that is
enough."

 "Damn you, woman!" he stormed, his eyes turning toicy crystals. "If you won't swear to it, it is because
youcan't do so! The child must be de Lambert's!"

 "Believe what you like," Bettina whispered. Her heart beat so loudly she felt sure he would hear it.

 Tristan lifted his hand to strike her, but then heshoved her away from him.

 "Get back to the house!" he commanded in a cold, threatening voice, and then turned his back on her.

 Bettina walked past him without a word, and hurriedalong the trail. After a little way, she looked back to
see if he followed, but the trail was empty behind her. She smiled triumphantly to herself. She had
weatheredthe worst of the storm, and the rest would be quite en­ joyable. He would be angry and
frustrated, perhaps so much that he wouldn't want to share a room with her—she hoped. She could feel
her freedom drawing nearer.

 Joco Martel was waiting anxiously just outside the back door. "Did you see the cap'n? Is—is 'e still
angry'cause I let you go into the forest alone?" he askedquickly.

 "Why should he be angry over that?"

 " 'E feared you might go too close to the mountain,'cause there's wild pigs up there," Joco replied.

 "Da captin so upset, he make others same," Malomalaughed. "You mama been walking floor with worry
since he go find you."

 "This is ridiculous. I was perfectly all right—untilTristan found me," Bettina said irritably.
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 Maloma laughed again. "You better tell you mamadis. She in big hall with Maddy and my Jules."

 "I will. And don't worry, Joco. I doubt thecapitainewill speak to you about this. When he returns, he
probablywill be angry, but for something else entirely."

 When Bettina entered the dining hall, she saw thather mother was indeed pacing the floor in front of the
fireplace. Madeleine was on the new sofa with Jules, berating him for letting Tristan go after Bettina in
suchan angry mood.

 "Bettina!" Jossel cried when she saw her. "ThankGod, you are all right. If I had known there are wild
animals on this island, I would never have let you go out alone."

 "I have never gone near the mountain, mama, sothere was no need to fear. I always went to a little poolI
found in one of the streams, but I will go there nolonger." Not after what just happened there, she added
to herself regretfully. It used to be a beautiful spot whereshe could find peace and forget about Tristan.

 "Where is Tristan?" Jules asked casually.

 "He stayed behind—to calm down, I hope."

 "So you had a fight about the child, eh?" Jules ven­tured, a knowing gleam in his brown eyes.

 "How did— What makes you think that?" Bettinaasked.

 "I knew it would happen, though I thought he'd waituntil after he—"

 "Jules!" Madeleine cried. "You will not speak so!"

 Jules stared at Madeleine and Bettina and Jossel triedhard to suppress their laughter. Jules was not
accus­tomed to taking orders from a woman, even one whoreminded him of his mother.

 "I—ah—think I will go up to my room and rest fora while," Jossel said quickly. "I will join you later for
dinner," she added, and left.

 Bettina smiled. "Now that Mama has gone upstairs,you may continue what you were going to say,
monsieur.And you keep quiet, Maddy."

 "It—it escapes me now," Jules said uncomfortably,and stood up. "And I have things to do, so—"

 "Come now," Bettina interrupted him. "Let us finish our conversation. You were going to say you thought
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Tristan would wait until he had bedded me."

 "Bettina!" Madeleine exclaimed.

 "Oh, hush, Maddy. I know such things are not talkedabout, but we are not exactly in a drawing room in
France." Bettina turned back to Jules. "You were right,monsieur,but how did you know we would
argue?"

 "Tristan has been tormented these last months. The young fool fears he may not be the father of the
babe,and this greatly troubles him. I suspected he would haveit out with you when he returned." Jules
paused andlooked rather embarrassed. "He—ah—heis the father,isn't he?"

 Bettina laughed softly. "Of course he is. I told himso, but I am afraid he chose not to believe me."

 Just then, they heard Tristan's angry voice, and amoment later he threw the door open, slamming it back
against the wall, the loud crash echoing in the hall. Hestopped and scowled when he saw them by the
fireplace;then he walked to the table and sat down heavily in achair with his back to them.

 Bettina decided not to antagonize him any further with her presence, and she quietly mounted the stairs,
hoping he wouldn't notice her depart. A frightenedMadeleine followed behind Bettina. Jules, however,
sankinto a chair beside his friend.

 "Bettina tells me that you don't believe the child isyours," Jules ventured.

 Bettina heard Jules, and she stopped at the top ofthe stairs to listen, hidden by the wall of the corridor.
When Madeleine reached the corridor, she was surprisedto find Bettina standing there, but when her
young ward motioned her to silence, she, too, stayed to listen to theconversation in the hall.

 "I know the child isn't mine!" Tristan growled, hisface a mask of bitter frustration.

 "You're being unreasonable, Tristan."

 "The hell I am! That woman lies to suit her purpose, as I do. But when she gives her word, I know it's
true,and she won't give it on this matter."

 "You have insulted her by even asking for her word!"Jules exclaimed.

 "Ha! I will do more to that woman than insult her!I wanted to beat the truth out of her today, and I'vestill
a mind to do so."

 "I can't let you do that, Tristan," Jules said calmly.

 "You can't?" Tristan fell back in his chair, astonished."Since when do you defend that vixen? You have
toldme time and again that she needs a beating."

 "When she deserved it, yes, but she doesn't deservea beating now. And even if she did, I would have to
stop you because of her condition. You could harm thechild—yourchild—and I can't let you do that."

 "I tell you it's not mine! I know Bettina is lying,only I don't know why. When the child is born, you will
see the truth of my words. And perhaps then I will dis­cover Bettina's game."
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 "Perhaps then you will see what a blasted fool youhave been!" Jules said harshly.

 Later, when Bettina came down for dinner, shepassed Jules on the stairs. She stopped the big man and
kissed him lightly on the cheek to thank him for de­fending her. Jules blushed considerably, the bright red
showing through his bronzed tan, and Bettina continueddown the stairs, leaving him shaking his head in
be­wilderment.

 Tristan sat darkly by himself at the head of the table.He had not seen her kiss Jules, and he glowered at
heras she sat down beside him in her usual place. He saidnothing as she quickly filled her plate. She had
half-expected him to fight with her again, and so she wasrelieved by his silence.

 Tristan didn't touch his food, but drank an enorm­ous amount of rum, though, surprisingly, he seemed to
stay quite sober. After the others joined them, the meal progressed in unnerving silence, and Bettina ate
hastily so she could retreat back to her room.

 After several useless hours spent trying to fall asleep,Bettina heard footsteps in the corridor just outside
her door. She had been sure that Tristan wouldn't want to share his bed with her that night, but as the
minutespassed, she began to feel uneasy, wondering why he wasstill standing outside the door.

 Then the door burst open forcefully, crashing againstthe wall, and Bettina sat up quickly. When she saw
Tristan's expression, she knew that he had slammed thedoor on purpose, to make sure she was awake.
He closed the door quietly and stared at her coldly forsome moments before slowly approaching the bed.
He leaned against the bedpost and continued to stare at her.

 Angry and embarrassed, she started to speak, but hehalted her with his own deep voice.

 "You will remove your shift now, Bettina. Despite everything that has been said and done today, I'm
goingto make love to you." He spoke calmly, but his eyeswere a hard, icy blue.

 Bettina couldn't believe what she heard. He was filledwith rage, and yet he still wanted her. Or did he
justwant to punish her?

 She started to protest, but he stopped her before shecould say a word, his voice menacing.

 "That was not a request, Bettina, but an order. Re­move your shift!"

 Bettina shivered, though the room was quite warm.
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 Tristan had told Jules that he wanted to beat the truthout of her, and she realized with sickening dread
thatneither Jules nor anyone else could protect her now.

 Bettina slipped out of her shirt, then pulled the coversup to hide her nakedness. She could stand
anything, but she had to think of her baby and protect it from harm ifshe could.

 Though she had done what he demanded, there was no triumph on his face. His expression remained
cold,even when he yanked the covers away from her andbegan to remove his own clothing with
deliberate slow­ness.

 "I want you to understand that I will no longer tol­erate your feigned resistance, Bettina," he said harshly.
"I have treated you with care because you are so lovelyand I didn't want to mar your beauty. I have been
too lenient with you, and that has been my mistake."

 He lay down on the bed and pulled her to him, daringher to resist him. His voice was a deadly whisper
as hecontinued. "You are my possession. I should havelashed your back the first time you showed your
hellishtemper. I should have chained you to my bed so you could not escape me. But most of all, I should
neverhave laid eyes on you. Then I wouldn't have this pain that eats at me. And God help me, even
though I know you carry de Lambert's bastard, I can't stop wantingyou."

 His lips came down on hers, hurting her with savage pressure. She knew that Tristan wa^ torn. He hated
her,hated her for many reasons, but inevitably, his need for her won out over the hatred. And after a few
moments,Bettina was also lost in his desire.

  

  

  

  

  

 Summer came, bringing with it a glorious new burstof color. Beautiful flowers that Bettina had neverseen
before bloomed everywhere. She was introduced todelicious new fruits and couldn't eat enough. Her fa­
vorite was the large red-yellow mango, twice the sizeof her fist, and Thomas Wesley made a special trip
from the village, where he lived, to bring her two ofthese tantalizing fruits each day.

 The days were hot, but made comfortable by theconstant trade winds, and the nights were pleasantly
cool, making the island a paradise in which to live. But the paradise was shattered by turmoil within the
house. Tristan's black mood had only worsened in the monthsince he had returned to the island. Bettina
avoided him as much as possible, for whenever he saw hergrowing shape, his anger flared anew.
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 Bettina had never returned to her little pool in theforest. She imagined it would be even more beautiful
with new summer flowers everywhere, but she told her­self stubbornly that Tristan had ruined her
enjoymentof the secret place. Instead, she went often with hermother and sometimes Maloma down to
the small cove where the ship lay at anchor. There she took off hershoes, raised her skirt, and walked
along the beach in the cool, wet sand, letting the small waves lap at herlegs.

 Bettina found contentment walking with her mother.They talked of pleasant things or just walked silently,
each lost hi her own thoughts. When Madeleine joined them, they talked of France and the friends left
behind,but mostly they spoke of the big celebration, held three weeks before, to honor the nine couples
united in mar­riage by the priest.

 The party had been a grand one, and was not spoiled in the least by Tristan's sour mood. Despite his
opposi­tion to the marriages, he allowed the dining hall to beused for the occasion. There was music and
dancing. Afeast was served that took all day to prepare and was entirely consumed as the night wore on.
Most of theIndian villagers came, bringing with them a hugeroasted pig, and they danced, too—wild,
beautifuldances of their own culture.

 Bettina found it easy to lose herself in the happinessof the young native girls who were now married in
the church. But Jossel was depressed every time marriage was mentioned. Bettina knew her mother
wanted her tofind such happiness also. But Bettina didn't see howthat would be possible until she had left
the island.

 One morning, Bettina stayed alone in her room toput the last trims on a baby's pink dress that she had
started a few days before. She was surprised when

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Tristan walked in through the open door, for he veryseldom came to his room in the morning. He
crossedto the bed where she was working, and saw the littledress.

 "So you hope for a daughter," he said sardonically,leaning against the bedpost. "I can see how this would
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amuse you if the child were mine, but what excuse haveyou to wish a daughter on your belovedcomte?
Everyman wants a son, and I'm sure that whore chaser is nodifferent."

 Bettina ignored him, for she knew he wanted a fight.When he failed to gain a response from her, Tristan
moved to the chair by the window and began to polishhis sword. They ignored one another, though they
weretotally aware of each other's presence. After a while, it became a contest to see who would speak
first or leave the room in irritation. But then an angry, flushed Jossel came into the room, and she drew
both Bettina's and Tristan's attention.

 "Honestly!" Jossel exclaimed in French. "What is the matter with him?" She nodded at Tristan.

 "Why not ask him?" Bettina said quietly.

 "He would not tell me, butyou can. I have tried notto interfere, but your quarrel has gone on too long."

 "Mama, can't this wait until we are alone?"

 "No. He does not understand our language, and Iwish to speak of this now. I was just told that he made
the servant girl, Kaino, run from the house in tears this morning. She brought him his food, and it was not
hot enough to suit him! She refuses to return. She is scaredout of her wits that he will find fault with her
again!"

 "He only voices threats, Mama. He will not see them through," Bettina replied.

 "The servants do not know this. With his blusteringand raving, they fear to go near him."

 "I will talk to the girls. I will explain that he is onlyfinding a release for his anger, that he will not do them
harm," Bettina replied.

 "But Madeleine tells me that you could put an end toTristan's evil mood."

 "Do not say his name, Mama! He will know we aretalking about him," Bettina gasped.

 She looked at Tristan, but he was preoccupied withcleaning his sword and seemed to be paying no
attentionto them. She frowned slightly, wondering why Tristanhad let her converse so long in French,
when he had al­ways stopped her before. But then, as if he had some­how seen into her mind, he stood
up scowling, andstalked from the room, mumbling angrily about women and their blasted secrets.

 Jossel was too upset to notice Tristan's abrupt de­parture. "Can you put an end to the way Tristan has
been acting?" she asked her daughter.

 "I probably can," Bettina whispered.

 "Then for God's sake, why do you hesitate?"

 "You do not understand, Mama."

 "Then explain it to me!" Jossel said in exasperation. "Why has Tristan been such a monster since he re­
turned a month ago?"

 Bettina sighed and stared at the door Tristan hadleft open.
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 "Tristan thinks the baby I carry is Pierre's."

 "Madeleine said this was the problem, but I couldnot believe her," Jossel said heatedly. "The notion is
ridiculous. You were at Pierre's house for less than a full day. Tristan must be mad to think you would be
intimate with Pierre before you were married!"

 "I gave him reason to think I was."

 "But why?"

 "I was furious when he stole me back. And then hehumiliated me more than I could stand, to punish me
for running away from him. I had to get even with him. So I lied to him and said I slept willingly with
Pierre.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Tristan became so enraged that he scared me, so Iadmitted I had lied. Only—only I did so in a way
that left doubt in his mind. He forgot about it until I toldhim I was pregnant. Then he demanded to know
whosechild I carried. I told him truthfully that the child washis, only again I left doubt. When he asked me
toswear that the child was his, I refused, and he assumed Pierre was the father."

 "But why have you done this, Bettina? Why don'tyou tell him the truth?"

 "Ihave told him the truth," Bettina replied.

 "Then why have you purposely planted this doubt inhis mind?" Jossel asked.

 "You talked me out of seeking his death, so I chosea different revenge. And this revenge was sweet to
begin with, only—"

 "Only you are sorry now?" Jossel interrupted.

 "Yes."

 "Then tell Tristan what you have done."

 Bettina avoided her mother's gaze. She stared sadlyat the little dress in her hands. "It is too late to make
matters right. I have thought about it often. Even if Itold him everything, he would not believe me. He
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wouldthink I was lying just to pacify him. He would alwaysdoubt me even if I gave him my word."

 "You don't hate Tristan anymore, do you?" Josselasked softly.

 "Oh, Mama, I just don't know. The desire I have forhim confuses me. Sometimes I want him as much as
hewants me. And yet at other times I still hate him. He is so arrogant, so infuriating, and I can never
forget whathe has done to me."

 "He took you against your will, but now you admityou want him also."

 "But that is not the point!"

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "No? Then take my advice, my love, and considerwhat is the point. The year he asked for soon comes
toan end." With that, Jossel walked out of the room,leaving Bettina staring blankly at the floor.

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina spent the rest of the morning and mostof the afternoon debating with herself. She evenforgot to
go downstairs for lunch. But she finally de­ cided that she had nothing to lose by confessing every­thing
to Tristan, and much to gain. She missed his lazysmile and the buoyant laugh that lit up his eyes. She
missed his winsome charm, and especially his tender­ness.

 She wanted the old Tristan back. Now, she felt happythat she was going to bear his child, and, strangely
enough, she wanted him to share her happiness. She didn't know why it was suddenly so important to her
to have Tristan the way he used to be. But with a firmfeeling that she could make him believe her, Bettina
left the room she shared with Tristan to find him and makethings right between them.
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 She ran down the stairs, and, seeing no one in thehall, she looked out the back door.

 Tristan heard Bettina come down the stairs fromwhere he lay on the sofa by the fireplace. He sat up and
saw her walk toward the back door. He started to fol­ low her, but was halted by a commotion in the
frontyard.

 Bettina also heard the noise from the front of thehouse, but before she could go to investigate, she saw a
rowdy bunch of men running across the backyard to­ward the village. She frowned, for the men were
strangers. Then she heard a low-pitched female voicein the big hall.

 "Tristan, you handsome seadog, I hardly recognizedyou! So you finally shaved your beard. I like it—I
alwaysknew I would."

 "It's been a long time, Gabby," Tristan said affec­tionately.

 Bettina turned, confused, and saw a woman with un­ruly bright copper curls falling halfway down her
back. She was dressed like a man, but her breeches were cutwell above her knees, shamefully displaying
long, shape­ly legs. She even sported a sword hanging from a leatherbaldric, and a long, coiled whip
hung from her otherhip. She stood proudly in the middle of the room, facing Tristan.

 "Sweet Jesus! I can't believe what you've done to thisold house. If I didn't know better, I'd think it had
felta woman's touch," the redheaded woman said. "You bastard! You haven't brought that widow here,
have you? Damn you, if she's finally talked you into marry­ing her, I'll—"

 "That's enough, Gabby." Tristan cut her off, seeingBettina standing in the back doorway. "Margaret isn't
here, nor has she ever been."

 "Good. That's her loss and my gain," Gabby laughed. "I've been looking forward to spending some time
alonewith you here. I'm going to shut us up in that cozybedroom of yours for days, and to hell with my
crew!"

 "You haven't changed," Tristan laughed. "You're asimmoral as ever."

 "You wouldn't have it any other way, would you,love? Now give me a proper greeting before I begin to
think you've spent yourself on those village whores."

 A knot twisted in Bettina's stomach, and she knew itwasn't her child kicking. The copper-haired woman
threw her arms around Tristan's neck and pulled hislips down to hers. She kissed him passionately,
and—damn his black heart—he was enjoying it, returning herkiss wholeheartedly.
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 When someone touched her arm, Bettina gasped and turned to see a rough-looking man with a shining
baldhead. He wore no shoes, and only a narrow vest par­tially covered his bare chest. Bettina instantly
recog­nized the expression in his dark eyes.

 "I knew I'd have a long wait in the village, so Icome here for a bite o' food, an' look what I find in­
stead." He spoke more to himself than to Bettina as hiseyes covered her body. "Are there more like you
around, or will I have to be sharin' you wit' me ship­mates?"

 Bettina wondered if Tristan would bother to rescueher this time, or would he be too busy in the other
room? She decided to try reason.

 "Monsieur,I am pregnant! Surely you can see this?"

 He drew her to him, a lecherous smile on his lips."What I see is that you're a damn sight better thanwhat
I'd find in the village. It's been too long since I'vehad me a white woman."

 "Leave me alone,monsieur, or I will scream!" Bet­tina said quickly, her voice rising to a high pitch.

 "Now, you wouldn't want to go an' do that, or youmight disturb me cap'n. She's all for watchin' a bit o'
sport, but I'm thinkin' she's havin' her own by now."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina shook off the man's hand and started back­ing away, but as the man slowly pursued her, Tristan
happened to see him. The man lunged for Bettina andgrabbed one arm to jerk her to him again. She cried
out in a shrill voice, but Tristan was already there. Hepulled the man away from Bettina, then stepped in
front of her, blocking her view with his towering frame.

 The red-headed woman had followed Tristan, herface a mask of fury. But before she could say
anything, Tristan's huge fist had connected with the man's face, sending him sprawling to the floor and
breaking hisnose with the single blow. As the man brought his hand to his nose, blood poured through his
fingers and downonto his bare chest. His eyes were rilled with terror as he stared at Tristan.

 "Damn you, Tristan!" the woman Gabby stormed."You had no call to lay my man low! Have you
gone—"

 She stopped short when Bettina stepped from behindTristan. The big room was filled with an ominous
si­lence as the two women stared at each other for the firsttime, Bettina's turbulent green eyes meeting
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the steel-gray eyes of the other woman.

 "Who is she?" Gabby demanded.

 Tristan smiled and said, "The lady's name is Bettina."

 Gabby became furious. "Blast it! I don't give a damnwhat her name is! What is she doing here? And if
my man wanted to have her, why did you stop him?"

 Tristan's eyes narrowed. "This could have beenavoided, Gabby, if you had given me a chance to speak
earlier. But now I'll tell your man instead." He turned to the man, and his eyes were like glistening ice.
"Sinceyour face wears the proof of my words, the message will carry more weight coming from you.
Bettina is not theonly white woman on the island. There are two others —her mother and her old
servant—and none of them isto be touched. But this one especially is in my care," hesaid, motioning to
Bettina. "I will kill anyone whocomes near her! Carry my warning to all your ship­ mates, and you damn
well better make sure they heedwhat you say!"

 The man scrambled to his feet and out the back dooras quickly as he could.

 "What do you mean she is in your care?" Gabby ex­ploded, her body stiff with rage.

 Bettina spoke before Tristan could answer, a half-smile on her soft lips. "Tristan was being kind in his
choice of words,mademoiselle. He should have said Iam his property."

 "He married you?" Gabby asked in astonishment

 "No."

 "So you are a slave, then!" Gabby laughed heartily."I should have known."

 "A slave with few duties,mademoiselle," Bettinasmiled. "In fact, I serve Tristan only in bed."

 Bettina walked out of the room without looking back to see Tristan's amused expression. She had
gained verylittle by what she told that woman, except that Gabby was now furious at Tristan. But how
long would that last? How long before Tristan was kissing her again?

 Gabby was beautiful, and she had a stunning shape.Now that Bettina had lost her own slim figure, would
Tristan turn to Gabby to satisfy his needs? Bettina hadtold him too many times to find another. Would he
take her advice now? Would he tell her to leave his room sohe could share it with that copper-haired
woman? Andwhy did this thought hurt like a knife piercing her heart?

 Bettina turned left at the top of the stairs instead ofgoing to her own room. She stopped for a moment to
stare absently out the window at the little jungle ofgreenery of the fiat surface of the roof. Summer flowers
bloomed there now, different shapes and sizes on acanvas of green.

 She wondered why Thomas had failed to bring her fruit today, or, for that matter, why the house had
beenso empty when she had gone downstairs earlier? Atleast one of the two native servant girls could
usually befound cooking, and members of Tristan's crew usuallyrelaxed at the big dining table. Where
was everyone?

 A fear surfaced in Bettina that her mother might notbe in the house, either. She hurried the few steps to
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Jossel's room and opened the door quickly, but she wasrelieved to find her mother looking out the
window.

 "At leastyou are here," Bettina sighed.

 Jossel turned from the window, a worried frown onher forehead. "I saw some men running toward the
vil­lage."

 "Yes, I saw them, too. It seems we have visitors,"Bettina said dryly as she moved to the chair beside her
mother. "But where is everyone? When I went down­stairs a while ago, I found the house empty."

 "That was Tristan's doing," Jossel replied a bit irri­tably. "When I came down from your room this
morn­ing, after we talked, he asked me and everyone else toleave the house."

 "Why would he do that?"

 "He said he wanted to be alone, but he was actingvery strangely. He did not order us to leave, but asked
us politely. I could not decide what caused the changein him," Jossel said. "But anyway, the servants
went tothe village with Maloma to visit their parents, and Julestook Madeleine to show her the house he
is building. I did not feel like going out, so I came to my roominstead. When I saw those men, I was
afraid to go downstairs, for fear I would provoke Tristan's anger."

 "You probably would have, for you would have dis­turbed him in an embrace," Bettina replied.

 "Then you told him the truth? Everything will be allright now?"

 "No, Mama. It was not me he was embracing, but thefemalecapitaine of those men you saw."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "Awoman commands those rough-looking sea­men?" Jossel asked, her green eyes widening.

 "Yes, and she is very beautiful. I heard her talkingto Tristan. He has known her a long time, it seems,and
they were lovers before. She came here just to bewith him," Bettina said sadly.

 "Even if what you say is true, you forget that it isyou Tristan wants," Jossel reminded her.

 "Not anymore. I saw him kissing her, Mama. He wasenjoying it. And look at me. Do you think he would
choose this round body of mine to sleep next to him,when he can have her slender one instead?"
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 "Are you just going to give up? You admitted youwant him. So fight for him!"

 "I have nothing to fight with."

 "You carry his child! Tell him the truth."

 "I was going to, but it is too late now thatshe ishere. He will be sure to think I am lying—he will thinkI
am jealous of her."

 "Are you?" Jossel ventured softly. "Are you jealousof this woman?"

 "Perhaps. I hated it when I saw him kiss her. I felt sick inside. But it is only because I have had Tristan to
myself for so long."

 "Is that the only reason?"

 "Oh, stop it, Mama. I do not love him, if that is whatyou are trying to make me admit. There are many
kinds of jealousy—not just that of love."

 "What do you intend to do?"

 "I know Tristan is going to tell me to leave his roomtonight so he can share it with her. I would like to
stayhere with you, Mama."

 "Of course you can stay with me. You need not haveasked," Jossel replied. "But I think you are wrong."

 "No, I'm not wrong, Mama. You have not seen thiswoman yet. Tristan could not resist her even if he
wanted to. I will come here right after dinner. I will not give him a chance to ask me to leave his room."

 Bettina was dejected, but she hadn't wholly resignedherself to giving up Tristan. She kept hearing her
mother's words: You want him, so fight for him. Butshe had so little to fight with. All she could do was
take special care with her hair and dress, and this she did inthe time left to her before the evening meal.

 She chose a dress of white-and-gold brocade that shehad recently completed. It was a special dress she
hadmade for the wedding celebration, but she had been un­able to finish it in time, and so had not worn it
yet. Thesquare neck of the dress was extremely low and re­vealed her swelling breasts. The sleeves
were long and full, gathered at the wrists, and the long slash was heldby four gold bows, the openings
revealing her barearms. To accommodate her growing shape, Bettina had made the dress without a
waist, gathering the materialjust below her breasts with gold ribbons.

 Madeleine returned and helped Bettina with her hair,all the while giving her outspoken opinion of the
womansea captain. Maddy, like Jossel, thought Bettina hadnothing to worry about, but Bettina couldn't
forget the fact that Gabby was at that moment downstairs with Tristan.

 With her hair braided and wrapped about her headwith interlaced gold ribbons forming a net of gold and
white, Bettina was ready to face what lay ahead. Shewas pleased to see that when she stood erect, her
largeshape was hidden by the many folds of the waistlessdress.

 When Madeleine opened the bedroom door, theyheard boisterous laughter coming from below. Bettina
distinctly recognized Tristan's booming laugh, and felt a pain shoot through her heart. She sent Madeleine
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aheadof her, for she needed a few more minutes to collect her poise and clear her mind of worry. With
this done, she left her room quickly, before she lost courage again.

 When Bettina descended the stairs, she was surprisedto find the long table filled with members of
Gabby'screw. Those who faced her stared in wonder, causing the men on the opposite side of the table
to turn also,for Bettina was like a shining light coming out of the darkness. Tristan couldn't take his eyes
from her, either, but Bettina met his gaze only for a moment; then shelooked at Gabby. The woman had
taken Jules's cus­ tomary seat next to Tristan, and she was leaning ex­ceedingly close to him.

 Gabby had not changed or bathed, probably refusingto leave Tristan even for a minute. But it was
unneces­sary, for the woman demanded attention with herbeauty, and she was quite angry at the moment
because all attention was directed at Bettina.

 The big room was unnervingly silent as so many eyesfollowed Bettina to her seat directly opposite
Gabby.Bettina could see the fire in Gabby's gray eyes as the two women continued to appraise each
other. Tristansat back and observed both women. One corner of his mouth lifted in an amused grin.

 "You failed to introduce me to your friend, Tristan,"Bettina said quietly, breaking the silence.

 Tristan looked into Bettina's startling green eyes and cleared his throat a bit nervously.

 But Gabby said coldly, "I am Gabrielle Drayton,captain of theRed Dragon. Tristan told me how he
acquiredyou, Bettina. But he would not tell me yourfull name—which is?"

 "I told you earlier that I have reason for withholdingthat information, Gabby," Tristan said coldly. "At my
request, you will let the matter be."

 Bettina looked at Tristan quizzically; she rememberedthat he had also refrained from telling Captain
O'Caseyher full name when he had introduced them. The name Verlaine was nothing to be ashamed of,
but then Bettina looked at her mother and smiled, for in truth, shehad no right to the name. And since she
was illegitimate,she had no right to the name Ryan, either.

 Gabby stiffened when she saw Bettina smile at anolder woman, obviously her mother. So the wench was
proud to hear Tristan come to her aid. She was assured of his protection, but Gabby would see how long
thiswould last.

 "I was not aware that slaves are dressed so regallythese days, or that they are now allowed to eat at the
same table as their betters," Gabby remarked. "Haveclass distinctions changed, Tristan, or is it just
Bettinawho is so honored?"

 Jules choked, and Jossel rose angrily to her feet toprotest, but Bettina answered quickly, a sweet smile
on her lips.

 "Tristan is a kind master. He—"

 "Do you always answer for Tristan?" Gabby inter­rupted, her voice full of venom.

 "That's enough!" Tristan growled, the muscles in his cheeks twitching dangerously. "I told you clearly
whatthe situation was, Gabby, so stop this pretense and lether be!"

 "You told me many interesting things, including thefact that the child she carries is not yours." Gabby
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laughed shortly. "Who is the father, then? One of yourmen? Perhaps your good friend Jules here? Did he
getto her first, Tristan?"

 "You go too far, woman!" Jules bellowed, slamminghis huge fist down on the table. "I have never
touchedthe lady—nor has any other man. Only that misguidedjackass sitting at the head of the table has
had thatpleasure!" Tristan smiled at this, though no one noticed,for Jules held their attention as he
continued angrily,"And you are mistaken in thinking Bettina a slave, forshe is not. She is here only
because she gave her wordto stay. She will be leaving at the end of the year."

 "Really?" Gabby's laughter filled the room as sheturned to Bettina. "Don't you like it here?"

 Gabby's laughter was like a drum beating inside Bettina's head. She glanced at Tristan and saw that he
wasstaring down at his tankard, an amused expression onhis face. She could feel tears welling in her
eyes, and she rose quickly before they spilled forth. But as sheran up the stairs, Gabby's laughing seemed
to grow louder. The tears streamed down Bettina's cheeks as she went to her room to collect her
clothes, then ran to her mother's room.

 "I brought you something to eat, Bettina, since youdid not touch your food tonight," Jossel said when she
entered the room. You should not have let that womanupset you. She did it on purpose, you know."

 Bettina was curled up in the chair by the window, wearing only a pale yellow shift. "Is Tristan still with
her?" she asked calmly as she took the plate of foodfrom her mother.

 "Yes, but they are not alone. He started to follow you, only that—that bitch taunted him into staying.Oh!
She infuriated me so, I could have torn her eyesout!"

 Bettina smiled with an effort. "Those should havebeen my words, Mama, only I do not feel like saying
them. You saw the way Tristan has been since she came. She has made him forget his anger. His black
mood isgone because of her."

 "So you are giving up again? Have you consideredthat Tristan is only trying to make you jealous?"

 "How could he be? He did not know I was watchingwhen he kissed her. Now, let us not discuss it
anymore. It is late, and I am exhausted."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "It is no wonder with all you have been through thisday. But you must eat. You must—"

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 "I know, Mama," Bettina interrupted with a smile."I must think of the child."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 T

 HE wings of time seemed to be clipped, for a week dragged by with nerve-racking slowness. Bettina
spent this week in tortured misery, though she tried hard not to show it. But the nights took their toll on
her, and she could do nothing to hide her reddenedeyes, caused by lack of sleep and spent tears.

 She lay awake each night, long after her mother had drifted to sleep beside her, hoping and praying that
Tristan would come for her, that he would drag herback to his room. She foolishly imagined Tristan
asking her forgiveness, telling her that she was the only one hewanted, that Gabby meant nothing to him.
But herimaginings couldn't last long, for reality woud slip back to her mind and the tears would spill
silently down hercheeks again. After sleeping in her mother's room forseven nights, Bettina knew Tristan
wouldn't come. ButGod, why did it hurt so terribly?

  

  

  

  

 No one except her mother knew where she was spend­ing her nights now, for no one saw her come and
go from Jossel's room. The others assumed nothing had changed, but Tristan and Gabby knew better,
Bettinareminded herself.

 She supposed that Tristan had been relieved to findher gone that first night because he hadn't had to tell
her personally that he had another to take her place. Hehadn't even bothered to look for her that night, or
any night since, and this was what hurt the most—that hecould just completely forget about her.
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 The days were bad enough, seeing Tristan and Gabbytalking and laughing together. But Bettina could
hardly bear the nights, for she knew that Gabby was lying inTristan's arms, that she was sharing his room
and mak­ing him happy.

 Tristan was in the best of moods each day, alwayssmiling. Madeleine and Maloma couldn't understand
why Bettina was so forlorn, or why Jossel looked at Tristan with such hostility, which he found amusing.
And when Madeleine asked Bettina what was botheringher, she only made excuses.

 In the late afternoon of the eighth day following Gabrielle's arrival, Jossel found Bettina by the corral,
staring moodily at the beautiful white stallion. It wasvery seldom that Jossel Verlaine lost her temper, for
she was a quiet woman by nature, but Tristan had justordered her to take a message to Bettina. Jossel
had told him what she thought of him, only to have himscoff at her anger. She was still upset, but as she
cameup behind Bettina, drawing her daughter's attention,she successfully controlled her anger.

 "Tristan insists you join the rest of us for the eve­ning meal," Jossel said, gritting her teeth so she wouldn't
say more.

 "Why, so he can ignore me as he has done this lastweek? I cannot stand to see that woman's obvious
pleasure in gaining Tristan's complete attention."

 "I am only giving you his message," Jossel replied.Then she added thoughtfully, "He was annoyed last
night when you did not come down to eat, and personal­ly I would like to see him upset again."

 "You do wonders for my morale, Mama," Bettinasmiled. "If I happen to have a headache tonight, will
you be able to bring me up something to eat?"

 "You can be sure of it," Jossel laughed.

 "Is Tristan in the hall?" Bettina asked, serious again.

 "Yes."

 "Is she—"

 "He was alone when he spoke to me," said Jossel.

 "Well, I have something to ask him. If he does notagree, I will be having a lot of headaches in the future,"
Bettina said, her voice edged with humor.

 "What are you going to ask him?"

 "Let me speak to him first, Mama, then I will tellyou," Bettina replied. She set off across the lawn, leav­
ing her mother to wonder what she was up to.

 When Bettina entered the darkness of the hall, shewas discouraged to see that Tristan was no longer
alone.He was standing with his back to the fireplace, facing Gabby, who was relaxed on the sofa. Aleia
was lighting the candles in the chandelier.

 Bettina met Tristan's gaze, and his lazy smile nu.eher determined to speak to him now, but when she
reached the sofa, she stiffened at the sound of Gabby'svoice.
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 "Well, if it isn't the little mother-to-be."

 Ordinarily, Bettina would laugh at such a remark,for she was taller than Gabby, but at the moment, she
didn't find it amusing in the least.

 "I trust you are feeling better today?" Grvby con­tinued, referring to Bettina's absence of the night be­
fore.

  

  

  

 Gabby was attired in a lovely black lace dress, witha gray underdress of silk that matched her eyes. She
looked beautiful, she knew it, and she was pleased tosee that Bettina noticed it.

 "May I speak to you—alone?" Bettina asked Tristancalmly, ignoring Gabby.

 "You really must teach this girl some manners, Tris­tan," Gabby remarked indignantly.

 "I agree," Tristan replied, grinning. "But not now."

 He took Bettina's hand and escorted her outside into the front yard, leaving Gabby fuming on the sofa.
Afterthey'd walked some distance from the house, Bettinastopped and faced him.

 "Tristan, I want you to release me from my promise.I want to leave the island now."

 "Haven't you always wanted to leave?" he askedwith a mocking smile, his blue eyes alight with laughter.

 "Yes, but—"

 "Why should my answer be any different from thelast time you asked to go?"

 "You know why!" she stormed, and her eyes instant­ly turned a turbulent green. "You have no reason to
keep me here any longer!"

 "Now, why do you say that, little one?" he teasedher.

 "Will you let me leave here now?"

 "No," he replied.

 "Very well, Tristan," she returned coldly. "You arestubborn, but then you always have been."

 "I'm glad to see you give up so easily," Tristanchuckled. "Now, come. It is almost time for the eve­ning
meal."

 He took her arm to escort her back to the house, butshe pulled away from him.
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 "I will not be dining with you this night," she saidhaughtily.

 "No?" He raised an eyebrow.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "I am afraid I am going to have a terrible headachein a few minutes. In fact, I expect to have many head­
aches and other ailments in the coming days."

 "You will not start this game again, Bettina!" he said sternly.

 "You go to hell!" she blurted. She turned and hurried back to the house.

 "Bettina, what did you say to Tristan earlier?" Josselasked excitedly when she came into her room,
carryingBettina's meal. "He was acting oddly at dinner."

 "I asked him if I could leave the island, but he re­fused. So I told him of the ailments I expect to have in
the coming days," Bettina replied quietly.

 "Then that is probably what had him troubled to­night. You should have seen him,ma chirie. He justsat
there without touching his food or saying a word.Even that woman could not draw him out. She became
angry after a while and went upstairs. Tristan watched her go, then sighed and followed her. I came up
right after them."

 "So he is with her now?"

 "I imagine so," Jossel replied reluctantly. "But I stillsay he is trying to make you jealous."

 "It has gone beyond that, Mama. Tristan has madeher his woman, and I have to accept it. I don't want
tospeak of them any longer."

 Bettina put the tray of food on her lap and began to pick at it absently, but Tristan was still troubling her
thoughts. She just couldn't understand why he stillwanted to keep her. Unless—unless he was punishing
her for the last months of anguish she had caused him!But in order for him to think that his taking Gabby
would hurt Bettina, he would have to think that Bettinacared for him. And Tristan would be a fool to
believethat Bettina cared for him just because she lost herselfto him in passion. No—there must be some
other reason why he wanted to keep her.

 Madeleine burst into Jossel's room just then, butstopped short when she saw Bettina. "What are you
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doing here, pet?" she asked, then continued, "She isgone!"

 "Who is gone?" Jossel asked patiently.

 "That woman—Gabrielle. She has left!"

 "How do you know this?" Jossel questioned, glanc­ing at Bettina's startled face.

 "She came down the stairs, changed to her sailingclothes, and her face was red with anger. I was still at
the table with Jules and Maloma, and Gabrielle looked at me with murder hi her eyes. Then she turned to
one of her men and yelled at him to get her chest, and shesent another to find the rest of her crew and
meet her atthe cove. Then she stormed out the front door!"

 "Are you sure she is leaving the island?" Jossel ven­tured.

 "Yes. Jules said that she had never stayed this longbefore. He expected her to leave days ago."

 "Mama, you must help me!" Bettina said urgently,coming to her feet. "Now that Gabby is gone, I will not
go back to his room. I refuse—"

 "Go back?" Madeleine interrupted. "You mean youstayed with your mama this whole week? Why
did—" Madeleine broke off when the door opened again andTristan walked slowly into the room.

 "No!" Bettina cried as Tristan came directly to herand grabbed her hand.

 He didn't say a word as he pulled her gently yet firm­ly behind him down the corridor to his room. Only
afterhe closed the door and leaned back against it did herelease her hand. She backed away from him.

 "We are even now, Bettina. Though a single week hardly equals the months of torment you caused me, I
have decided to be merciful," Tristan said in a low-pitched voice.

 "What are you talking about, Tristan?" Bettina de­manded.

 "Don't you know, little one?"

 "If I knew, would I ask you?" she stormed, greeneyes flashing wildly. "You are talking in riddles!"

 "I was referring to this week, Bettina. And howGabby came at just the right time, giving me a solutionto
my problem."

 "Of course / was that problem," Bettina said coldly."Gabby's coming was most convenient for you, I am
sure. Why did she leave so suddenly?"

 "Because I told her to go."

 "Do you really expect me to believe that?"

 "Believe what you like," said Tristan, smiling.

 Bettina stared at him. A frown creased her brow.Tristan had used the same phrase she had used somany
times. What game was he playing now?
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 "Am I confusing you, Bettina? I thought you wouldrealize the truth by now. I sent Gabby away because
she had served her purpose—too well. There was nopoint in continuing the game if you wouldn't come
down and observe it."

 "Are you trying to say that all the attention you gaveGabby was only to make me jealous?"

 "Of course."

 "And I suppose when you made love to her, that wasalso to make me jealous?" Bettina stormed. "You
willnot get me back with these lies!"

 "I don't have to get you back, Bettina—I never lostyou. Come with me," Tristan said softly. He opened
the door and walked to the room at the other end of thecorridor.

 Bettina followed him, only out of curiosity, but shewas surprised at what she found. The room was in
com­plete disarray. The tub was full of dirty water, with puddles around it. Crumpled towels were on the
floor, along with the beautiful bedspread. The sheets were allmussed, and Bettina saw copper hairs on
the pillows.

 "Why is this room such a mess?" Bettina asked.

 "This is where she stayed on previous visits, and she always left the room hi this fashion. She won't let
any­one pick up after her, and she won't do it herself. Shewould only let Kaino in to bring her water for
the tub—you can ask the girl yourself."

 Bettina glanced about at the thick dust and noticed that the table by the bed had a message written in the
dust—fifteen little words that filled Bettina's heart withjoy:

 you wanted her when you could've had me i'llnever forgive you for that tristan

 "You have not been in this room since she left?"Bettina asked quietly as she drew her hand across the
message, wiping it clean.

 "No."

 "And I suppose you will tell me now that you sleptelsewhere this whole week, that you did not share this
bed with that woman?"

 "I swear it is the truth. I give you my word!"

 "I find that hard to believe, Tristan. She is a beauti­ful woman. She offered herself to you. How could
you refuse her?"

 "She intrigued me once, but that was a long timeago," he said. "It's only you I want now."

 "How can you say that when I have lost my shape,and—and she is so slim?"

 "Ah, Bettina," Tristan sighed. "What does it take tomake you believe me? I have given you my
word—what more do you want?"
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 "I want to know why you did this, why you let mebelieve she was sharing your room."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 'To make you jealous—I told you that!"

 "Then—"

 "If you are going to ask me questions all night, let usgo back to my room where we can be comfortable."

 She let him pull her back along the corridor, and into his room. She was angry with him, but she was
also so elated she thought she would burst. She felt like laugh­ing, only she couldn't let Tristan see her
joy.

 "If you will relax and be quiet for a few minutes, I think I can answer the few questions that you have yet
to ask," Tristan said as he sat down on the bed to pulloff his boots and remove his shirt. "Right before
Gabbycame, I was lying on the sofa in the hall, trying to de­cide what to do about you. I heard you come
down­stairs, and when you went into the kitchen, I started tofollow you. But then Gabby walked in. I
knew that you could hear everything she was saying. And when shekissed me, I prolonged it only
because I knew you were watching. That was as close as I came to her the wholetune she was here."

 "Then why did she act so smug and satisfied everytime she saw me?" Bettina asked. She stood looking
outthe window.

 "She knew what you thought, just as I did. She wastoo proud to let you think otherwise. She knew you
hadmoved out of my room, and she thought she could win me over. That was the only reason she stayed
as longas she did. If you hadn't run to your mother's room the night Gabby arrived, I would have had to
sleep on the sofa downstairs in order to make you believe what I wanted you to believe. As it is, you fell
right into myplans."

 "Why have you bothered to explain this to me?"

 "Because I want you back in my bed as if nothing happened," Tristan replied tenderly.

 "Do I have a choice?"

 "No," he said, smiling.
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 Bettina was pleased with Ms answer, and she turnedto look out at the moonlit yard so he wouldn't see
herjoy. But there was still something that puzzled her.

 "Tristan, tell me one more thing," Bettina said. "WhenGabby came, your disposition changed completely,
andyou were happy. Now, perhaps she was not the cause.Perhaps it was because you found pleasure in
thinkingI was miserable—which I wasn't, mind you. But nowthat this farce is over, why have you not
returned tobeing the tyrant you were before Gabby came?"

 "I was happy before she came, Bettina. That is whyI sent everyone out of the house that day—because I
didn't want them to know it. Gabby's coming gave mean excuse to show it openly."

 Bettina swung round to face him, her green eyesenormously wide and filled with seething anger. He had
spoken in French! He spoke fluent French!

 "It is as well we get this all over with now," Tristan said in English once again. "But before you assail me
with loathsome names, consider everything I know, Bet­tina—-everything you told your mother a week
ago. Ileft the room that morning, but I did not go downstairsimmediately. I waited outside the door and
heard every­thing. Can we not call ourselves even?"

 Bettina gritted her teeth and turned away from him. She recalled every time she had spoken French in
front of Tristan, and felt furious at his deception. No wonderhe had interrupted her the time she had
asked CaptainO'Casey to help her escape! And he had heard herwhole confession to her mother.

 "Well, say something, little one."

 "I hate you!"

 "No, you don't. You want me," Tristan whispered.

 "Not anymore!" she cried. "You have deceived mefor the last time!"

 "Blast it, Bettina! You should be glad I deceived youthis time!" He crossed to her and grabbed her shoul
ders, forcing her to look at him. Then he continued in a softer tone, "You wanted me to know the truth
aboutthe child, the truth about what you had done, but youwere afraid I wouldn't believe you. Well, you
were right. I wouldn't have believed you if you had told me yourself. But after hearing you tell your
mother, whenyou thought I had left and you were alone, this con­vinced me the child is mine. I should
have been furiouswith you, but instead I was overjoyed that you wouldbear my child."
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 Bettina did not pull away from Tristan when his armswrapped around her. And when he kissed her, a
sweet,gentle kiss, she welcomed it, savored it. She was tired of arguing with him. And he was right, as
always. Shewas glad he knew the truth.

 "Is all forgiven?" Tristan asked, holding her headagainst his chest.

 "Yes," she whispered, and looked up into his smilingblue eyes. "But how did you learn to speak French
sowell? Is it taught in your English schools?"

 Tristan laughed deeply. "The only schooling I'veever had was from a crusty old English sea captain. I
signed on his ship as cabin boy when I was fourteen. And out of necessity, he taught me to read and
write, and to speak English."

 "But youare English!" Bettina said in surprise.

 "No, little one, I'm French. I was born of Frenchparents in a little fishing village on the coast of France,"
Tristan said.

 "Then why do you sail for England?"

 "I have no ties with France, and England has beengood to me. France is my country, Jules's also, but we
haven't gone back to her since we left twelve years ago.We've sailed with the English and lived in the
Carib­bean since then. This is my home now."

 "So Jules is also French?"

 "Yes. When Casey pronounced Jules's name properly,

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 I thought for sure you would realize it. That is why Icouldn't tell you my surname is Matisse. It would not
bewise for my crew to know they sail under a Frenchcaptain. You will keep this to yourself?"

 "If you wish," Bettina laughed. She looked at himcuriously. "But why have you kept my surname a
secret?You would not tell Gabby or Casey my full name; yet they know I am French."

 "I only wanted to keep your name itself a secret.There is no doubt a reward out for information about
your whereabouts. Though I trust Casey, I don't trust his crew, and I certainly don't trust Gabby. If they
don'tknow who you are, they can't sell any information aboutyou. And I want it kept secret that you are
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on this island."

 Bettina smiled. This was the most Tristan had evertold her, and she felt warmed by his new trust in her.
But where did Don Miguel de Bastida fit into Tristan'slife? Would he ever tell her about that part of his
past?

 "Now answer one question for me."

 "What is it?" Bettina asked.

 "When you and your mother talked that day in this room, she said something that didn't make any
sense— that you were at de Lambert's house for less than a fullday."

 "There was a storm, if you will remember. You were caught in it yourself," Bettina said quickly.

 "Yes, I was caught in it. It came from the west andcontinued east, which took me off course. But your
shipwas far enough ahead of me to escape the storm. Youwould have been on Saint Martin two days
before Icame."

 "I—I had trouble finding thecomte, that was all."She had forgotten about that horrible first day on Saint
Martin, and she hated being reminded of it.

 "What happened?"

 "Nothing," she answered, biting her lip.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "What happened, Bettina?" he asked again. He knewshe was hiding something from him.

 "Very well, Tristan," she sighed and sat on the edge of the bed. She told him everything that had
happenedto her before she finally found Pierre, even that shehad actually wished he would rescue her.

 "And after all that, I bind you up and rape youagain," Tristan said dejectedly. "No wonder you wantedto
get even with me. I should be horsewhipped!"

 "You didn't know what I had been through, Tristan.You were only trying to teach me a lesson, which I
learned well enough."
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 "Did de Lambert take care of this Antoine Gautier?" Tristan asked.

 "I didn't tell him what happened, nor my mother. It was over, and I wanted to forget about it. You are
theonly one I have told. But I doubt Pierre would havedone anything. You were right about him, Tristan.
Heis a self-centered man, just as Andree" Verlaine was."

 "Well, it seems every time you run away from me,you end up in danger," Tristan said with a half-grin. "I
will have to remedy that by never letting you out of mysight again."

 He came to her then, with desire in the depths of hisblue eyes. And as he pushed her gently on the bed,
she forgot about everything else.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 TRISTAN helped Bettina from her chair at theJJL table and walked with her to the sofa in front ofthe
fireplace. The fire had been lit along with the huge chandelier above the table, and other candles on the
walls also, for though it was only the middle of theafternoon, the hall was dark and chilly with an ap­
proaching storm.

 Tristan stirred up the fire, then came and stood in front of Bettina, looking down at her large belly where
her hands rested.

 "Is he stirring again?" Tristan asked bashfully. Thechild was such a complete part of Bettina that he felthe
couldn't share the experience with her—not yet, any­way.

 "Yes," she laughed. "It seems as if he is turning somersaults."

 She reached out, took Tristan's hand, and placed iton her large middle. She smiled while she watched
thepleasure on Tristan's face as he felt his child move with­in her.

 "Do you still wish for a daughter?" he ventured,taking her hand in his.

 "A daughter would be nice, but as you said, everyman wants a son."

 His eyes gleamed at her reply, and he bent to kiss her tenderly. "I will be back shortly, Bettina. There's
no supply of wood for the fire, and I'll have to gathersome before the storm begins."

 When Tristan left, Madeleine joined Bettina by thefire, and they talked about the double wedding that
was planned for the following week. Maloma's two sisterswould be the brides, and Madeleine couldn't
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be moreexcited if she were their mother herself. She lovedweddings.

 It was the middle of July, and Bettina had to waituntil the middle of September before her child wouldbe
born. After seven long months of carrying her baby, she wished the rest of the time would go by quickly.
But the past month, despite the discomfort caused by her large shape, had been filled with happiness.

 She touched her sapphire earrings, which she woreevery day, and remembered that Tristan had said he
hoped they would always match her eyes. Her eyes hadremained blue since the night Gabby left, and she
sawno reason for them to change in the near future. She let each day take its course and didn't try to
analyzeher feelings for Tristan or think about what would hap­ pen come December when her year with
him wouldcome to an end.

 Tristan treated her with the gentlest care and saw toall her needs personally. He acted like a husband in
every way, and Bettina was content. They never spokeof marriage or love, but their happiness was
obvious forall to see.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "We have visitors," Jules called out as he came in thefront door.

 Bettina sighed heavily, remembering the last visitorsthey had had. But she was relieved when she turned
and saw Captain O'Casey standing in the doorway,looking back at the threatening sky.

 "I wonder if me men will make it to the village be­fore this storm breaks," Casey remarked to Jules with
achuckle. Then he turned and showed obvious surprise when he saw Bettina and Madeleine by the fire.

 Bettina stood up to greet Casey, and she laughed when his eyes widened even further at her swollen
shape. Then he smiled warmly and started to approachher.

 Glass crashed on the floor, and Bettina turned to seeher mother standing motionless with a broken vase
offlowers lying at her feet. Jossel's face had turned as whiteas her hair, and she stared with wide eyes at
CaptainO'Casey. Casey was also stunned, unable to move.

 "Jossel?" Casey whispered in a torn voice. "DearGod, can it be?"

 Bettina was filled with confusion as she watched hermother run to Casey and throw her arms around
him.He held her to him as if he were afraid to let her go,and Bettina knew then who he was, even before
hermother spoke his name.
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 "Ryan—my Ryan! I thought I would never see you again!" Jossel cried, tears of joy running down her
cheeks. "Why did it have to be so long?"

 "It was fourteen years before I was free to return toyou, but after so many years had passed, I was sure
you wouldn't have waited. Even though I still loved you, I thought it best not to disrupt your life."

 "I told you I would wait forever."

 "Fourteen years seemed like forever. And you wereso young when we parted—only sixteen. A young
heartchanges," Casey said, holding her face between hishands.

 "I gave up hope that you would come back, but Inever stopped loving you, Ryan."

 They kissed, oblivious to all who were watching. Bettinacouldn't take her eyes from her father. Why
hadn't she sensed the truth when she first met him? He wasstill as her mother had described him—an
Irishman with flaming red hair and laughing green eyes.

 Bettina glanced at Madeleine and was surprised tofind her smiling.

 "I knew your mama never loved Andree Verlaine, andI suspected many years ago that she had found
anotherman to love," Madeleine whispered to Bettina. "I amglad they have found each other again."

 "It seems they don't even know we're here," Juleslaughed when he came up beside Bettina.

 "Can you blame them?" Bettina asked. "They havenot seen each other for twenty years."

 Bettina leaned back on the arm of the sofa andwatched her parents with loving eyes. She wonderedhow
Casey would react on learning he had a full-growndaughter, and one who would soon make him a grand­
father.

 Jossel and Casey looked tenderly at each other, lost toeveryone but themselves. They had so much to
say, somuch to make up for, that they didn't know where tobegin.

 "How did you come to be here, of all places?" Casey finally asked. "Is your husband here also?"

 "Andree died last year."

 "So we can be married immediately?" Casey said hopefully, taking her hands in his.

 "Yes, my love. And as for my being here, I came to the Caribbean for our daughter's wedding, but it
nevertook place. Tristan brought me here when he kidnappedBettina from Saint Martin."
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 "Bettina," Casey whispered. "When I first saw her, she reminded me of you, but I never dreamed she
wasmy daughter."

 "You have met her?"

 "When Tristan first brought her here," Casey an­swered. "The lass asked me to help her escape. By the
saints, I've been a fool!" He looked at Bettina now, andhis eyes narrowed at her protruding belly. "Did
the lad marry her?"

 "No, but—" Jossel was cut off when Tristan came through the kitchen door.

 "Casey! It's good to see you again," Tristan said.

 "You won't be thinkin' that for long, me friend,"Casey growled. His fist slammed into Tristan's jaw.

 Tristan stumbled backward from the force of theblow and fell up against the wall. He shook his headand
rubbed his jaw. Then he looked at Casey in con­fusion.

 "Blast it, man! Why in hell did you do that?"

 "There'll be more where that came from, lad," Caseysaid without humor, as he stood waiting for Tristan
tocome at him.

 Despite her clumsiness, Bettina ran across the room quickly and stood in front of Tristan, facing her
fatherwith pleading eyes.

 "I don't want him harmed," Bettina said in a lowvoice.

 "You can't mean to defend the lad after what he'sdone to you!" Casey shouted.

 "I tried to tell you, Ryan, that they are happy," Josselsaid quietly.

 "Will someone tell me what is going on?" Tristanasked, losing his patience.

 Casey ignored Tristan and looked to Jossel. "Did you tell her about me?" he asked, frowning.

 Jossel smiled knowingly. "I told her last year, whenshe left home to be married."
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 "You two know each other?" Tristan asked in sur­prise.

 Casey sighed as he looked at Tristan. "I don't knowwhat to do about you, lad. I'd like to tear you limb
from limb, but me daughter doesn't want you harmed."

 "Your daughter!" Tristan looked from Casey's sternexpression to the smiling Bettina. Then he stiffened
and said, "I don't believe it!"

 "It's true enough," Casey returned. "It's me daughter you've been sleepin' with all these months, and had
I known before, she'd not be in the condition she's innow."

 "Is this true,madame?" Tristan asked Jossel.

 "Yes," she answered proudly.

 "Mother of God! Both parents under my roof!" Tris­tan exploded. "Why you, Casey? Sweet Jesus! Of
all themen in this world, why doyou have to be her father?"

 "That's a fool question, lad," Casey answered. "Bettina's mother is the woman I love, and have loved for
twenty years."

 "Very well. You're her father, but that changes noth­ing," said Tristan.

 "It changes one thing, Tristan. You're goin' to marry me daughter."

 "I will not!" Tristan bellowed.

 "Then Bettina will be sailin' with me as soon as thestorm is over."

 "Like hell she will! She has given her word she willstay with me for one year. Would you have her break
her word?"

 "Is this so, Bettina?" Casey asked.

 "Yes."

 Casey sighed heavily. "If you won't be marryin' her,lad, then you won't be sleepin' with her, either. And
I'll be stayin' here to make sure you don't."

 "No one tells me what I will or won't do, Casey,especially in my own house!"
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 "Then you leave me no choice but to take Bettinaaway."

 Tristan could see that Casey meant what he said. What could he do? He wasn't prepared to give up
Bet­tina yet.

 "Why don't you ask her whatshe has to say aboutthis?" Tristan returned.

 "It doesn't matter what she has to say," Casey re­plied. "She's me daughter, and I'll not see her sleepin'
with a man she's not married to."

 "Blast it, Casey! I can't do anything to her, anyway, with the way she is now. What difference does it
makeif she shares my room or not?"

 "A good point," Casey said, smiling. "Since you mustleave her alone, why are you bein' so obstinate,
lad?"

 "I still want her beside me when I sleep," he saidstubbornly.

 "I'm sorry, Tristan, but I can't allow it."

 Tristan saw that he had lost, and he could think ofnothing to do about it.

 "Then you had better go see Father Hadrian before the storm breaks. I insist you marryyour lady also, //
you plan to share a room with her," Tristan said sar­castically, and walked away.

 Casey saw Bettina's saddened expression, and said, "Iam your father, lass, though Jossel's husband
raisedyou. I was wrong to leave you and your mother behind,and I've regretted it for more than half me
life. But Iwas a poor man and I couldn't see takin' your motheraway from the luxury she was accustomed
to. I'vethought of you so often, though in me mind you were a son. But I'm glad now that you're what you
are. I've never been able to be a father to you, Bettina—untilnow. Don't hate me for doin' right by you
where Tristan is concerned."

 "I could never hate you, Casey," Bettina replied,touched.
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 She came into his arms and hugged him closely, feel­ing as if she had known him all her life. But then she
looked at Tristan again, and her eyes filled with tears.She left the hall quickly without another word and
went to her room. In privacy, the silent tears turnedinto heartfelt sobs.

 "Was I wrong, Jossel?" Casey asked after watchingBettina run up the stairs.

 "I cannot say," Jossel replied. "Bettina has been veryhappy recently."

 "When I was here before, Bettina hated Tristan. Hewas keepin' her here against her will. Has that
changed?Does she love him now?"

 "Yes, but she has yet to admit it to herself," Josselanswered. "Perhaps this is the best way. If Tristan is
separated from her long enough, he might relent and marry her. But I think you will have a hard time
keep­ing them apart in the meantime."

 "I will worry about that," Casey smiled. "But Tristanmentioned a priest. Is there one on the island now?"

 "Yes. He brought one here because some of his men wished to marry properly."

 "Then why are we still standin' here, I'd like toknow?" Casey asked with a chuckle.

 Jossel laughed merrily, unable to contain the happi­ness that was bursting inside her. After so many
wastedyears, the man she loved with all her heart would finallybe hers. If her daughter could only find this
same joy,she would be the happiest woman alive.

  

  

  

  

  

 Jossel and Ryan O'Casey's wedding day wasblessed with the worst storm of the season, and un­
fortunately they were caught in it on their way backfrom the village. They were soaked to the skin by the
time they reached the house, but they were so absorbed with each other that they didn't seem to notice.

 Casey was in the best of moods, for Jossel was his wife and nothing on this earth would ever part them
again. When they entered the hall, not even Tristan'sresentful attitude could dampen his mood.

 "I see you wasted no time in doing the honorablething," Tristan remarked after Jossel had gone upstairs
to change her wet clothes.
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 "It's what I wanted to do, lad," Casey replied. Hepeeled off his wet shirt and went to stand by the fire.

 "What would you have done if Father Hadrian hadnot been on the island to give you his blessing,
Casey?"said Tristan. "After twenty years of separation fromthe lady, could you have restrained yourself
until you had found a priest?"

 "It's hard to say. But I'm thankful that I won't beput to the test. Now, bein' we're nearly the same size,
lad, how about lendin' me some dry clothes—I left methings on the ship."

 "I should let you catch your death of cold."

 "Now is that any way to treat your child's grand­father?" Casey chuckled.

 "Sweet Jesus! I don't need to be reminded that mychild will haveyou for a grandfather," Tristan
grum­bled. "And don't think you'll have any say where thechild is concerned."

 "You forget, Tristan, that Bettina will be leavin' hereat the end of the year, and the child goes with her."

 "Blast you, Caseyl Must you stab me at every turn?"Tristan raged and turned on his heel, leaving Casey
with a contented smile on his lips.

 Bettina could not remember when she had seen hermother so happy. They were all still seated at the
table,though they had finished the meal sometime before. But Casey, as he held Jossel's hand in both of
his, was re­lating what had happened these last twenty years tokeep him away from France.

 He had already told of the first five years that it took him to amass a small fortune. Even Tristan listened
attentively, for he had never heard Casey speak of hispast. Tristan was reminded that he spent almost the
same amount of time to save enough gold to purchasetheSpirited Lady. Only their goals were completely
op­ posite. Whereas Casey had amassed his fortune for thesake of love, Tristan had scrimped and saved
with hatred goading him on, for only with his own shipcould he search for Bastida at will.

 "And so after five years I was on me way back toFrance," Casey continued. "But after seven weeks at
sea, we encountered the worst storm that I've ever seen.For two nights and a day the small vessel was
batteredand tossed about, sustainin' heavy damage. After thestorm was over, it was discovered that six
men hadbeen swept overboard, and the ship would be crawlin'the rest of the way home.

 "Then, two days later, it was our misfortune to be sighted by a private vessel. Turks they were, and a
merciless lot. Seein' how crippled we were, they wastedno time in attackin' us, and in less than an hour
we were boarded. They were disappointed with our small cargo,and quickly decided to sell all those
who were left alive,in order to make their venture worthwhile.

 "The next nine years were a bit of hell, and it wasonly my will to return to France that kept me alive inthe
beginnin'. But bein' shackled to the oars of anEgyptian barge for what seemed like an eternity slowly
eroded my will to live. But finally the opportunity came to escape, and I took it, along with the rest of the
poor souls who could barely be called men. We had chosenthe right time, for that hellship was carryin' a
fortune in gold and jewels that day. When it was divided amongthose of us who were left, I found that I
was richerthan I was when the Turks attacked us.

 "It took me a year to gain back me strength, but in my heart, I felt it was too late to return to France. I
purchased a ship, and for three years I waged my ownpersonal war on any Turkish vessel or slave ship I
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could find. But then I lost my taste for revenge. So these lasttwo years I've hired my ship out to carry
cargo up tothe Colonies, and done battle with a few plate ships thatsaw fit to attack me first, but I've
continued to chasedown any slave ship I come across and free the poordevils within."

 "If only you had not been so proud when we wereyoung, Ryan, we could have been together all these
years," Jossel said wistfully, thinking of all that Caseyhad suffered, and all the time she had spent in a
love­less marriage.

 "What's done is done," Casey replied, bringing herhand to his lips. "We're together now, so let us forget
the past." He looked at Tristan and smiled amiably. "If it were not for you, lad, I wouldn't have found
Jossel again. You have my deepest thanks for bringin' herhere."

 "You're a blasted hypocrite, Casey," Tristan replied, though not harshly. "Your lady is here only because
Ibrought her daughter here. Will you thank me for bring­ing Bettina here also?"

 "Can you not forget your resentment, Tristan, and see that I am only doin' what's right for Bettina?"

 "What I see is that you had no qualms about makinglove to a married woman, getting her with child, and
then leaving her," Tristan said bitterly. "Where wereyour high principles then?"

 "I loved Jossel, and her marriage was not a happyone. If I'd had the means, I'd have taken her with me
then, but I didn't. I always wanted to marry her, so my intentions were honorable even then. Can you say
thesame?" Casey said calmly.

 "Why are you so obsessed with marriage?" Tristanasked in exasperation. "I've taken care of Bettina and
seen to all her needs. We were both content with theway things were—until you came here."

 "Answer me this, Tristan. If you had a daughter— and you might have one soon—would you let some
young scoundrel make her his whore?"

 "Bettina is not a whore!" Tristan exploded, his facelivid.

 "Nor is she married."

 "Married! I am sick to death of that blasted word!"Tristan stormed, his eyes a dangerous white-blue.
"Doesmarriage guarantee that a man and woman will remainfaithful to each other? No! Is it a testimony of
undyinglove? Not in most cases. It keeps a child from beinglabeled a bastard, but there are too many
bastards in thisworld for that to matter."

 "It is easy for you to scoff at marriage, Tristan, for itis only the woman who is condemned for livin'
unlaw­fully with a man," Casey reminded him.

 "Who here condemns Bettina?" Tristan asked angrily."She lives among friends!"

 "Friends would be the first to pity her," Casey an­swered.

 "Enough of this, please!" Bettina cried, unable to listen to any more. She rose from the table and went to
stand before the fire, gazing down at the dancing yellowflames.

 "Bettina is right, Ryan," Jossel scolded in a whisper. "If you and Tristan insist on discussing her so
frankly,with no thought to her feelings, then do it when she can­not hear you."
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 "Your advice is unnecessary,madame, for there willbe no more discussions on this subject," Tristan said
coldly.

 He left the table and slowly approached Bettina bythe fire. When he stood behind her and rested his
handson her shoulders, he could feel her stiffen at his touch.

 "Are you all right, little one?" Tristan asked in agentle voice.

 "Yes."

 Her answer was but a whisper and left doubt in hismind. He turned her around to face him and saw that
her green eyes were filled with shining tears, making his heart ache. He wiped her tears away, then held
her facein his hands.

 "I'm sorry, Bettina. I don't want you to think thatbecause I don't want to marry you I don't want you
anymore. I want you more than I've ever wanted any­thing. But marriage scares me to deathl I have lived
mylive independently, with no responsibilities—needing noone."

 "You do not have to explain yourself to me," Bettina said with a smile, her eyes deep pools of blue. "I
havegrown quite fond of you, Tristan. In fact, I—I think I am in love with you. But I do not want you to
marry me unless you want it with all your heart. It is enoughthat you want me."

 He kissed her tenderly for a long moment, feeling asif his greatest wish had just been granted, but also
feel­ing uncertain. He knew he wanted Bettina, but he didn't know if he loved her or not. Since he had
never been in love with a woman before, he wasn't sure if it was loveor just desire that he felt for her. But
he felt very happythat she loved him.

 "Bettina, when your year is up, would you stay herewith me—live with me as you have been?" Tristan
ven­tured.

 "If it were only up to me, I would stay. But I don'tthink Casey will let me," Bettina replied.

 "Casey again! Your blasted father is going to pushme too far yet!" Tristan said harshly as he released
her.

 "I cannot apologize for him, Tristan. He is myfather and he only wants what is best for me."

 "Whathe considers is best!"

 "Maybe so, but it is his right," Bettina returned, low­ering her eyelids to hide the pain that suddenly filled
her.

 She started to walk past him, but he took her handto stop her. "Where are you going?"

 "Everyone else has already gone up to bed. I wasgoing to do the same."

 He saw that the hall was indeed empty; then helooked back at Bettina, his eyes softly pleading with her.
"If we can't go up together, then stay with me alittle longer."

 Her hurt at Tristan's outburst disappeared with histender words. She let him lead her to the sofa, where
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he pulled her back against him, his arms wrapped aroundher. As he held her gently, they could hear the
rum­bling of thunder outside, drowning out the soft crackling of the fire.

 "If I come to you in the middle of the night, will younot cry out?" Tristan asked.

 "It would be difficult, for Mama has moved herthings into the room next to yours, and Casey took your
chest to Mama's old room. He wants us as far apart aspossible."

 "I'm not even master of my own house anymore!" Tristan said in exasperation. "Is there nothing you can
do, Bettina?"

 "I will talk to Mama tomorrow and ask her to speakto Casey. Perhaps she can get him to relent."

 "I suppose I must be content with that for tonightBut Casey damn well better give in."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina awoke with a start, calling Tristan'sname with torment in her voice. She looked atthe empty place
in the bed beside her, the nightmarethat had awakened her lingering vividly in her mind.She had dreamed
that after years of devoting herself toTristan, giving him all her love, he had suddenly casther out without a
second thought because another woman had caught his eye. What Tristan had said inher dream kept
reverberating in Bettina's mind: "Youmust remember that we were never married. It had toend someday."

 She looked about the room, gloomy with the storm raging outside, and suddenly felt depressed and on
the verge of tears. Tristan wanted her, of that she was sure, but why couldn't he love her also? She had
finally ad­mitted to herself, and to Tristan, that she loved him,and she was slowly realizing just how
intense that lovewas. She had given him a chance to declare how hefelt about her, but he had only asked
her to stay withhim.

 He spoke of no greater emotion than desire. Couldshe be content with that? Could she bear to give him
all her love and not be loved in return? But on the otherhand, could she bear to leave him and never see
himagain?

 Bettina pulled back the covers to get up, and shiveredin the chilly breeze that swept in through the open
window. This would have been a perfect morning to linger in bed, enjoying Tristan's warmth. She hoped
he missed her as much as she missed having him besideher at night. She also hoped she could talk Casey
into putting an end to their separation.

 Bettina slowly donned a light-blue dress with full,long sleeves to keep her warm on this stormy day. The

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


sky was covered with heavy gray clouds, and shecouldn't judge what time of morning it was, but she
hoped she would find her mother alone in her room.

 After taking the few steps to the room next to hers,she was disappointed to find it empty. But as she
started to go downstairs, her mother appeared at theturn in the corridor.

 "It is so late, I beganto worry about you," Josselsaid.

 "I must have overslept," Bettina said. "I didn't fallasleep until very late last night." Bettina bit her lip,
wondering if her mother would help her talk to Casey."Mama, can we talk in my room?"

 "Yes, of course."

 They entered the room, and Bettina motioned for hermother to sit down, while she herself moved to the
little wooden cradle that Tristan had made only theweek before. She touched it gently, setting it in
motion; then she turned to face her mother.

 "Mama, you must know that I am very glad you andCasey have found each other, that you are finally
mar­ried to the man you have always loved."

 "You do not sound as glad as you say you are,macherie,"Jossel replied with a slight smile.

 "Iam glad for you, Mama, but I guess I am feelingsorry for myself. You found your happiness when
Casey came here, but I lost mine."

 "I know you are upset. I was as surprised as youwhen Ryan forbade you and Tristan to share this room.
But this separation could be the best thing for you, Bettina. Ryan is certain that if Tristan is kept from you
long enough, he will come around to doing what is right. We talked about it for a long time last night."

 "Tristan and I also talked, Mama. He will not marryme, for he fears such a total commitment. But he has
asked me to stay here with him. It would be the same as if we were married, only without the actual
vows."

 "But he could leave you at any time!"

 "He could do that even if we were married."

 "A man feels a different responsibility to his wife,"Jossel replied.

 "I know. But Tristan is against marriage, and he willnot be pushed into it. But I love him, Mama, and I
want to stay here with him."

 "So you have finally admitted it to yourself. I knewyou loved him, even when you still professed your
hatred so strongly," Jossel said with a knowing nod of her head.

 "Perhaps I did love him then, but I am sure of itnow. Will you talk to Casey?" Bettina asked hopefully,"I
do not want this separation, Mama. It has only been one night, and already I miss Tristan terribly. I want
himbeside me at night. I need the reassurance that even though I am big with child, he still wants to be
with me."

 "I will speak to your father as soon as we are alone,"Jossel said. She stood up, took Bettina in her arms,
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andhugged her. "But if Ryan does not relent, do not give up hope, Bettina. I think you underestimate the
poweryou have over Tristan."

 Bettina came down to dinner that night with a heavy heart. Her mother had talked to Casey in the
afternoon,and had just given Bettina his answer. Casey was con­fident that given enough time to think
about it, Tristanwould see that marriage was the only way. Bettina onlywished that she shared some of
Casey's confidence. But now she had to tell Tristan that her mother had failedto change Casey's mind.

 Though Bettina deliberately ate slowly, the timeseemed to fly by, and, very soon, the moment she had
dreaded was at hand. Jossel took Casey up to theirroom and motioned for Madeleine to go upstairs
also, for she knew Bettina and Tristan needed privacy.

 Tristan had been cordial throughout the day, andBettina knew that he expected her to tell him that Casey
had relented. Would he become furious again?

 Bettina left the table without waiting for him, andmoved to the sofa. Besides the prospect of arguing with
Tristan, she was also extremely uncomfortable tonight, and her back hurt.

 The torrent of rain had continued all day and wasstill hammering away at the house. Flashes of lightning
could be seen from the high windows, and occasionalcracks of thunder broke the silence in the large hall.

 Bettina stared at the fire, concentrating hard on theflickering flames. Tristan sat down sideways on the
sofaso he could face her, and took her hand in his.

 "Did your mother talk to Casey?" Tristan askedquietly.

 "Yes."

 "And?"

 Bettina took a deep breath. "He has not changed hismind, Tristan. For some reason, he is confident that
youwill change yours."

 "Then you will defy him," Tristan said calmly. Bettinaknew it was a command. Then he added, "Youare a
grown woman, Bettina. You are old enough to doas you please."

 "If it were my stepfather who had forbidden us to live together, I would do as you ask, for Andree was
anuncaring man. But Casey is my real father and he cares for me. He is not doing this to spite you,
Tristan, for heis your friend, regardless of what you may think now.He feels he is doing the right thing for
me, and I willnot go against his wishes."

 "Is this the way you want it?" Tristan asked, hurt.

 "I hate sleeping in your bed alone, Tristan. I wantyou there with me. When I told you yesterday that I
think I am in love with you, I should have been more explicit. I love you with all my heart, Tristan. You
are the very breath of my life." Bettina paused. "Give myfather time, Tristan. When he sees that you will
notgive in, perhaps he will."

 Tristan did not answer, but surprised her by leaningback on the sofa and pulling her into his arms.
Withouttalking, he held her for a long time, until they heardthe storm end in the late hours of the night.
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 Chapter

 It was well into the month of August, the time of yearwhen frequent hurricanes stormed throughout the
Caribbean. Maloma would give birth to her child nearthe end of the month.

 The last month, though not a happy one, had beentranquil. Tristan hadn't argued with Casey again, and
generally seemed cheerful. Surprisingly, he'd evenjoined the celebration of Aleia and Kaino's double
wed­ding.

 Tristan kept busy during the days, for he had decided to clear a large area of the forest on the leeward
side ofthe island in order to plant sugarcane. Since most of his men wanted to settle down and raise
families, theywere eager to help Tristan clear the area and plant the crop for a share in the profits. A small
refinery wouldalso have to be built, but this could be done after thecrop was planted.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 The last four weeks had been very slow ones forBettina. The burden of carrying her child was weighing
down on her, and she envied Maloma, who didn't haveas long to wait. She also missed Tristan.

 She could not spend her nights with him, and Tristanwas exhausted in the evenings after working all day.
He often drifted off to sleep with her in his arms. She wouldwake him then, and walk with him to the top
of the stairs, but there, with only a tender kiss, they wouldpart and go to their separate rooms.

 In the middle of the night, Madeleine woke Bettina to tell her Maloma's time had come earlier than ex­
pected. Jules had finished his house, which was only ahalf-mile from the big stone fortress, and he and
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Ma­ loma had moved into it over a month before.

 Jules had come for Madeleine, for he had so much respect for the old woman that he wanted her to be
themidwife instead of one of the village women. He hadalso roused Tristan from sleep, and Madeleine,
Bettina,and he left quickly for Jules's house.

 Madeleine checked on Maloma's condition, thencame out of the bedroom to inform them it would be
many hours yet before the actual birth. Madeleine toldTristan to start kettles of water boiling, and Jules,
since he was in no condition to help in the preparations, wasto go to the village to fetch Maloma's
mother.

 The sky was turning light blue when Jules returned tothe house. Tristan, seeing Jules's dazed state, thrust
atankard of rum in his hand. This was the first time Juleshad been present at the birth of one of his
children, and he didn't know what to do.

 As the morning progressed, Maloma's mother offeredto fix a meal, but nobody felt much like eating. So
shetook the other three children out into the yard so they wouldn't be underfoot. When the first screams
came from the bedroom, Tristan watched Jules turn pale, and then paler still with each scream that
followed. He feltsick himself, never realizing until now how much awoman suffered to give birth to a child.
Would Bettinahave to endure the same pain?

 When the final tormented scream came, Jules cried out to God to spare Maloma's life, thinking she
wouldsurely die from such anguish. Even Tristan turnedwhite, and he stood motionless during the silence
thatfollowed, until the distinct cry of a child drifted out to them. He then relaxed and clapped his friend on
the back, but Jules ran into the bedroom, deaf to the con­gratulations that were called after him.

 A few minutes later, Madeleine came out of the bed­room chuckling to herself.

 "Is Maloma all right?" Tristan asked impatiently.

 "She is fine," Madeleine answered, trying to suppressher mirth. "And so is her son. It was a difficult de­
livery."

 "Then may I ask what is so damned amusing?"

 "It is your friend Jules." Madeleine laughed again."He is in there swearing he will never touch his wife
again. He would not listen when I told him it would probably never be so hard on her again."

 Tristan started to chuckle, now that it was over, andthen he, too, burst out laughing.

 For the next few days, to the amusement of all, Jules wouldn't set foot from his house, for he refused to
leaveMaloma's side. And Tristan made a decision that he convinced himself was the only thing left to do.
Hecouldn't go on wearing himself out each day in orderto find peace in exhausted sleep at night.

 "I guess I've been acting like a blasted fool, haven'tI?" Jules said when he finally came to visit Tristan.

 "To say the least," Tristan laughed. "I've even heardthat you've sworn never to touch your lady again."

 Jules laughed sheepishly. "Well, I've changed mymind about that. Maloma is coming along fine. She's
even been up and about this morning."
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 "And your son?"

 "He seems tiny and frail, but they assure me that's the way he's supposed to be. He's so small, I'm afraid
to touch him."

 "You'll get over that, I'm sure," Tristan replied witha smile. "Have you named him yet?"

 "Yes. Guy—Guy Bandelaire."

 "A fine French name," Tristan remarked; then helooked at Jules thoughtfully. "I have decided it is time I
left for Spain. Bastida has had eight months to takecare of his business in the Caribbean, and I feel
certainI will find him there this time. I will also bring back themachinery needed for the sugar refinery."

 "Very well. When do we leave?"

 "I want you to stay here, Jules," Tristan replied firm­ly.

 "It is too dangerous for you to go alone! Even thoughwe are not at war now, you will still be on Bastida's
home ground. He will have the advantage!"

 "For once, Jules, do as I ask! I need you to stay heremore than I need you with me. I may not return
until after the new year begins, and you are the only one Ican trust. Bettina wants to stay, but if Casey
tries totake her away with him, you must prevent it. I will not take unnecessary risks if I can be sure
Bettina will bewaiting here for me."

 "I don't like it, Tristan," Jules grumbled. "You havenever looked for Bastida without me."

 "Will you do as I ask?"

 "I suppose so," Jules said reluctantly.

 "Good. Casey need only know that I've gone afterthe machinery, for he would probably object if he
knew otherwise. I will take those of my men who are willing to go, and also some of Casey's crew. I'll
tell Bettina the truth, so she won't worry as the months pass. And if Casey becomes anxious and starts
insisting that I'mdead and not coming back, you can tell him why I have been delayed."

 "Casey isn't going to like the risk you are going totake, when in his opinion you should have settled down
and married his daughter."

 "The old bear is convinced I will come around even­tually."

 "And will you come around?" Jules ventured, hisbrown eyes studying his friend's face.

 "I doubt it," Tristan replied quickly, and then, with a half-grin, added, "You know how I feel about
mar­riage. You've been with me long enough to know mewell."

 "Yes, I know your views about marriage, but I alsoremember what you said when you first found
Bettina, that you only wanted to keep her for a little while. You changed your mind about that soon
enough."

 "I didn't want to keep her long because I knew shewould take my mind from Bastida. She has
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succeeded in doing just that, but this voyage will wipe Bastidafrom my mind forever."

 "When do you plan to sail?"

 "Tomorrow morning."

 "Have you told Bettina?" Jules asked.

 "No, I haven't seen her alone yet, but—"

 "Then you might as well get it over with now," Jules interrupted him, seeing Bettina coming down the
stairs."I'll leave you alone."

 Tristan turned and saw Bettina. The thought of leav­ing her suddenly seemed absurd, but he had made
hisdecision and he would see it through.

 When she joined him, her face alight with the plea­sure of seeing him, he took her hand and brought it to
his lips. Then he led her to their favorite spot before thefireplace. He decided it would be best to come
straightto the point, and to do it quickly, before he changed hismind.

 "I am sailing for Spain in the morning, Bettina. Andbefore you object, know that this is something I have
todo. I have to see Bastida dead before I will ever becontent to settle down."

 "Then you will not be here for the birth of yourchild?"

 Tristan was surprised that she was taking his news socalmly. "No, but this is one reason why I am going
now.I don't think I could bear to go through what Jules did."

 She smiled faintly. "I will miss you, Tristan, but nomore than I have missed you this last month. Perhaps it
will be easier this way. Will you be gone long?"

 "Yes, but you will have the child to occupy yourtime—the months will pass swiftly. When I return, you
will be slim again, and if I have to kidnap you from myown house in order to make love to you, then I will
do so."

 She laughed now. "I will look forward to your kid­napping me this tune."

 "So will I, little one. In fact, the thought of it willsustain me in the coming months."

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina carefully controlled her emotions whenshe said good-bye to Tristan, just as she had the day
before, when he'd told her that he was leaving. Butas soon as his ship sailed around the forested point
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thathid the little cove, she burst into tears.

 She felt in her heart that it would be a very longtime before Tristan returned, for he would not find Don
Miguel de Bastida. Tristan would end this trip eventu­ally and come home, but he would leave again and
again to search for a man he would never find. But shedidn't want him to be successful. She would rather
suffer through his long absences than have him findDon Miguel and possibly die.

 For two days, Bettina worried about Don Migueland the mystery surrounding him. She questioned Jules
about him, but since Tristan hadn't told her anything,neither would Jules. The only thing she could think of
was that Don Miguel might be responsible for the scaron Tristan's face. But how could Tristan hate the
man so passionately because of a scar that didn't even marhis handsomeness?

 It was as if by thinking about Don Miguel de Bastidaso much, Bettina had willed him to the island, for on
the afternoon of the second day, he sailed boldly intothe little cove. No one knew that he had come until
heburst through the front door of Tristan's house with adozen armed men behind him.

 Bettina was on her way downstairs, and when shesaw Don Miguel, she was forced to sit down as a
waveof dizziness swept over her. Casey was at the table with Jossel, and he rose quickly to his feet,
ready to do battle even though he was unarmed. Jossel stared with widegreen eyes when she recognized
Don Miguel, for she remembered the conversation he had had with Bettinaabout Tristan, and she could
well guess his reason forbeing here.

 Don Miguel took off his hat and bowed to Josselquite formally. "It is a pleasure to see you again,
madame,"he said in French.

 "Who are you,monsieur?" Casey asked angrily in thesame language, before Jossel could say a word.

 "Don Miguel de Bastida," he said with a humorlesssmile.

 "Bastida! So you are the one Tristan searches for."

 "Yes, and I have come here to end his search," DonMiguel replied. He sheathed his sword and said,
"Now,where is this young man who wants to see me dead?"

 "You have come too late, for Tristan sailed two daysago. He will not be back for at least a month,"
Caseyreplied. He stepped around the table to face the man.

 "Come now,monsieur," Don Miguel said impatiently."Must I search this island for him? His ship is
anchoredin the cove. He must be here."

 "That ship is mine!" Casey returned heatedly. "Ihave no reason to lie to you, Bastida. I couldn't careless
if you have it out with Tristan!"

 Bettina slowly descended the rest of the stairs andcaught Don Miguel's attention.

 "Ah, Mademoiselle Verlaine. I see you have been un­able to escape from this Tristan again."

 "I have no wish to escape any longer,monsieur,"Bettina replied, trying to remain calm.

 "Pierre will be disappointed," Don Miguel said. Hestared at Bettina's large belly and asked, "Is Tristan
thefather of your child?"
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 "That is no concern of yours!" Casey stormed.

 Don Miguel laughed shortly. "Yes, Pierre will surely be disappointed. But enough of this! I have no
intentionof waiting here for Tristan to return." He looked atBettina and smiled, though there was no
warmth in his dark-gray eyes."You, mademoiselle, will collect yourthings quickly. You are coming with
me."

 Jossel gasped, and Casey turned quite livid with rage.

 "You are not taking my daughter anywhere!"

 "Yourdaughter? I was under the impression that her father was dead."

 "Her stepfather is, but I am her real father!"

 "This is most amusing, but it does not matter," DonMiguel said. He motioned to his men to seize Casey.
"She will come with me, and I'm sure that Tristan willfollow. I have a small residence in Santo Domingo,
andI will wait for Tristan there. Do not worry, for no harm will come to the girl if all goes well. After I
take careof Tristan, I will deliver your daughter to Saint Martin."

 "But she cannot travel in her condition!" Jossel final­ly spoke as Casey struggled to throw off the men
whowere holding him.

 "It will not take long to reach Santo Domingo. Shewill be all right."

 Don Miguel turned to one of his men and told him towatch Bettina as she packed her things. There was
nothing she could do but go with him. Unfortunately, Julesand the rest of the men were miles from the
house, still clearing the new fields, and they wouldn't be back forhours yet.

 When Bettina was escorted back downstairs, DonMiguel turned to Casey with a parting warning.

 "Do not try to rescue the girl yourself,monsieur. Ifanyone comes but Tristan, I will kill her. And he must
come alone, do you understand?"

 Don Miguel de Bastida wasted no time in leaving theisland. On his ship, Bettina was shown to a small
cabin that was scantily furnished with a hammock, a little table, and one chair.

 When the door closed and she was alone, she satdown in a daze. How could this be happening? She
should have said something. She should have told DonMiguel that Tristan wouldn't return for five or six
months, but then Don Miguel would only have comeback again when Tristan was home, and they would
have faced each another then. And Bettina wanted to prevent that.

 Don Miguel expected Tristan to come to Santo Dom­ingo to rescue her in two months or less. But
Bettinaknew that Tristan had gone to Spain and wouldn't be back for many months. A plan grew in her
mind, andshe decided on a story totell Don Miguel. Though itwould not be the truth, she must make him
believe her.

 When the sun disappeared, Bettina was invited toDon Miguel*s cabin to dine with Hm. She went
wifling-ly, for she was anxious to set her plan in motion. Shehad resigned herself to the possibility of
never seeingTristan again, but she would do her best to save hislife.
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 When Bettina entered Don Miguel's cabin, she sawthat her own room was a small closet compared to
his.The room was luxuriously furnished, but held none of the instruments and charts that usually cluttered
a cap tain's cabin. Don Miguel obviously did not command his own ship, but employed someone else to
do so.

 They did not speak until after Don Miguel's personalservant had left the room. Then Bettina's curiosity
prompted her to open the conversation.

 "From the sea, that island looks uninhabited. Howdid you know it was where Tristan lives?" Bettina
asked,trying not to sound too interested.

 "I had a map," Don Miguel answered as he studiedher face. "Though until I found that hidden cove, I
wasbeginning to think I had been misled."

 "But Pierre burned the map I gave him! Wheredid—"

 "So you knew about that," Don Miguel interruptedher with a laugh. "Well, the map I have was drawn by
afemale's hand."

 "That is impossible!"

 "On the contrary, it is quite possible. I had searchedeverywhere for the ship that rescued you from that
island, but I had no luck. Then last month I met aremarkable woman—a Gabrielle Drayton. She was
more than happy to help me locate Tristan."

 Bettina tried hard to hide her anger and loathing.Color sprang to her cheeks, and she wanted to curse
Gabby aloud for betraying Tristan. Instead, she openeda new line of questioning.

 "Why do you want to find Tristan?"

 Don Miguel looked surprised. "You know the an­swer to that as well as I, Mademoiselle Verlaine. You
yourself told me that Tristan wants me dead. Knowingthis, I could not wait ior him to find me and take
me unawares."

 "If that is your reason, then I am afraid you havegone to a lot of trouble for nothing, Monsieur Bastida.
Tristan has given up searching for you," Bettina said.Don Miguel laughed. "You must think me a fool.
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 The man has spent most of his life hunting me down.It is inconceivable that he would give up the search."

 "I assure you he has," Bettina returned. "Tristanconsidered it a waste of time to continue searching fora
man who would soon die, anyway."

 "Die? I have many years left. What nonsense is this?"Don Miguel asked, flustered.

 "It is my doing,monsieur. When Tristan kidnappedme from Saint Martin, I was furious. The one thing he
wanted most in the world was to kill you. I knew this, so I told him he would never have the chance. I
told him I had met you and that you had aged beyond youryears, that you were in fact dying of an
incurable di­ sease. I purposely destroyed his hopes in order to strike back at him."

 "You lied to him!"

 "Yes, but Tristan believed me. I had my mama also swear it was true. He was furious that he had been
cheated out of your death, but he soon forgot about it—and you. He decided there could be no pleasure
in kill­ing a dying man."

 "Well, he will be surprised to find me well and strongwhen he comes for you," Don Miguel returned with
humor in his voice.

 "He will not come for me. In fact, he will probablythank you for taking me off his hands," Bettina said
quite easily. She took a sip of the dark-red wine thathad been offered to her.

 "Now I know you lie!" Don Miguel replied angrily. "You carry his child!"

 "I carry his bastard, which he couldn't care lessabout. As soon as I conceived, Tristan cast me aside for
another. He had grown tired of me, anyway. And since I no longer had to suffer his attentions, I saw no
reasonto escape again—the island was a pleasant place tolive."

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 "If all this is true, why did your father not take youaway?" Don Miguel asked.

 "He was going to as soon as I gave birth."

 "For some reason, I do not believe you, Mademoi­selle Verlaine," he said.
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 "When Tristan does not come, you will see the truth of my words. And when you grow tired of waiting,
monsieur, what do you intend to do with me?"

 "Either way, I will give you to Pierre as a present."

 "I see," Bettina whispered, her eyes downcast.

 Casey wouldn't come after her for fear of endanger­ing her life, and Tristan wouldn't be back until the
newyear. She would be living on Saint Martin by then, with Pierre, and Tristan wouldn't want her back,
she thoughtmiserably.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

 Bettinawas a prisoner in Don Miguel's small house. It stood on the outskirts of Santo Dom­ingo, with the
nearest neighbor a mile away, and was surrounded by high walls in the Spanish fashion. Thesingle door in
the front wall opened into a large entry-way that served as a drawing room. On the right of thiswere two
bedrooms, with a small den between them. The kitchen and dining room were on the opposite sideof the
house.

 The outside doors and the heavy wooden shuttersover the windows were kept locked at all times.
Bettinaknew there was a walled patio outside her bedroom, but not once had she been allowed to walk
in it, or feelthe soft breeze against her face. She had the freedom of the house during the day, but she
preferred to stay inher room. And at night, the door to her room waslocked.
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 Bettina's room was small, but nicely furnished. Thebed was large, four-postered, and quite comfortable.
A handcarved chiffonier stood behind the door, and abeautifully carved chair with a velvet seat and back
wasin the corner by the bed. There were several tables, and against the remaining wall, opposite the
shutteredwindow, was a huge bookshelf that held a few books and many polished statues of marble,
jade, and ivory.The little sculptures ranged from a few inches to a footin height, and depicted different
animals.

 There were only two servants in the house, a cookand a maid, but Don Miguel had given them strict
orders not to converse with Bettina. Even had they hadattempted to do so, it would have been useless,
becausethe two women spoke only Spanish. Bettina saw the cook only once, but the maid brought her
meals and water for her baths. Bettina tried many times to speak to the maid, to communicate with her
hands, but theolder woman completely ignored her.

 Bettina grew more depressed as the days went by.She saw Don Miguel only in the evenings, when they
dined together. He spent each day on the docks, care­fully observing every ship that came into the
harbor. Each evening, Bettina repeated that Tristan wouldn'tcome; then she would say no more. Though
she wasstarved for conversation, she couldn't bring herself to talk civilly with this man. She knew that he
was settinga trap for Tristan, but Don Miguel would tell her noth­ing about it. And she could think of no
way to warnTristan, if by chance he should come.

 Bettina had been at Don Miguel's house for threeweeks. The end of September was nearing, and she
stillworried about Tristan. At least she had no time toworry about the fact that her child was a week
overdue.

 Many times she thought her time was at hand, forshe would experience cramps and pressure in her
womb.

  

  

  

 But then the cramps would disappear and she would be filled with disappointment, for she wanted the
birth over. These small discomforts were so frequent thatsoon she didn't even notice them anymore. She
hadawakened this morning with the pressure in her womb much stronger, but she put it down to yet
another falsealarm.

 When the maid unlocked the door and came into theroom with Bettina's breakfast, Bettina noticed that
thelittle woman seemed unusually cheerful. The room was dark because of the locked shutters, but the
usuallysullen woman was humming a merry tune as she lit thecandles. Bettina supposed the maid was
anticipating thefiesta she and the cook would be going to that day. Don Miguel had told Bettina last
evening that he was giving the servants the day off so they could enjoy themselvesin town.

 She remembered thinking at the time that he hadpurposely told her about the fiesta to make her feel
more depressed, for he said that it was too bad she would have to stay in the house by herself. But the
silent, cold treatment she received from the maid madeher feel as if she were by herself each day,
anyway.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 Today would be no different from any other day, shetold herself as she ate a few bites of food, then
pushedthe tray aside and got up to dress. But as soon as she stood up, she clutched her middle, afraid to
move. Thecramps she had felt while lying in bed now seemedtwice as strong.

 As soon as she was able to move, Bettina left herroom, praying silently to herself that she would find the
servants still in the house. She went directly to the kitch­en, hoping to find the cook there, but it was
empty.Bettina refused to become alarmed, but searched quick­ly through the rest of the house. But with
each room she went in and out of, she was finding it more andmore difficult to remain calm. And when
she opened the   door to the last room, Don Miguel's bedroom, she felt a panic within her such as she
had never experiencedbefore.

 Bettina knew without a doubt that her time had come as the pressure came again, and the water burst
from her, running down her legs to form a puddle at her feet. Bettina lifted her shift with trembling hands,
but it wasalready soaked. The panic she felt was not the fear of giving birth, but the fact that she would
have to do it alone. Why today of all days did she have to be com­pletely alone in this house?

 She moved to the nearest chair in the entryway andsat down in a daze. All she could think about was
Maloma screaming in agony as she gave birth to herson. But then another contraction brought her back
toher own situation, and, as soon as it passed, she got up in a panic and began to check all the windows
and theoutside doors to see if any had carelessly been left un­locked. She wanted to get out of this
house; she wanted help! But rationality soon returned, and she realized shewas wasting precious time.

 The time went quickly because she didn't know howmuch of it she would have. In the hours that passed,
Bettina managed to boil water that she would need and carry this to her room. Between the steadily
increasing contractions, she found clean sheets and changed those on her bed, and also brought clean
linen to wrap herbaby in. She found and cleaned the knife that she wouldneed to sever the cord from the
baby's navel. Then, still able to move about, she changed her shift andwiped up the water that had
poured from her earlier.

 All of her efforts were slow ones because she had tostop and wait for each contraction to pass. But it
waslate in the afternoon now, and the spasms of pain had grown so frequent and so unbearable that she
could nolonger contain her agony, and her screams echoedthrough the empty house.

  

  

 When Bettina heard the front door open and thenslam shut, relief flooded over her. Now she would not
have to give birth alone. No matter how distant the ser­vants had been toward her, they were women
them­selves, and they couldn't refuse to help her. But she realized that the fiesta in town would not be
over yet,and one of the women had probably just come for some­thing she had forgotten. Bettina would
have to summonthe woman before she left again. She struggled to get offthe bed where she had been
lying, but as soon as shestood up, another contraction gripped her. She startedto scream.

 Suddenly, the door to her room burst open and DonMiguel stormed into the room, his face a mask of
anger.He strode up to her, and before she could speak, heslapped her viciously across the face. She fell
back on the bed, and the sudden movement caused her evenworse agony, but her pride refused to let her
cry out.
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 "You lying bitch!" Don Miguel yelled, his fistsclenched at his sides. "He is here—Tristan is here!"

 "That—that cannot be!" she stammered. "He is—"

 "Enough of your lies!" He turned on his heel andleft the room, but Bettina could hear him storming inthe
other room. "To think I had begun to believe yourlies, to believe he would never come! I grew lax in my
vigilance, and now it is too late for the trap I hadplanned!" He came back into the room holding a thin
rope in one hand, and looked wildly about the room asif searching for something.

 "But how can you be sure it is Tristan?" Bettinaasked frantically. "You—you must be mistaken!"

 Don Miguel looked at her with a mixture of fear andrage in his eyes. "I saw him myself as he moved
amongthe crowds in the streets! He fit the description I had ofhim, and when I moved closer, the big man
he was withcalled him by name. They are asking the peasants where I live. And he is a clever one, that
Tristan. He did not sail into the harbor as I expected, but has hidden hisship up the coast so he could
sneak into the town un­observed. I had no time to summon my men—I mustface Tristan alone now!"

 Bettina stared blankly at Don Miguel. Tristan wasactually on the island. How could it be? He should be
on the other side of the world. And dear God, why didhe have to come now? Why not yesterday, or
tomorrow,anytime but now, when she was about to give birth andcould not help him in any way?

 "You do not have to face him," Bettina said quickly."You could flee before he comes."

 "I will end it once and for all. I have the advantageof being an excellent swordsman. I have never been
beaten, and I will not be beaten today."

 He grabbed her wrist, yanked her off the bed, andpulled her over to the large, heavy bookshelf. She
staredat him stupidly as he began to tie the thin rope abouther left wrist.

 "What are you doing?" she asked.

 "I am making sure you will not stab me in the backwhile I am taking care of Tristan."

 She had momentarily forgotten about her baby, butnow she could feel the beginning of another
contraction.The terror showed plainly in her eyes as Don Miguelsecured one wrist and wrapped the rope
around a shelfwell above Bettina's head, then began to tie her otherwrist.

 "You cannot do this!" Bettina screamed. "I am in labor—I have been since morning. My baby—"

 She could say no more as her body strained in agony,and she cried out in a shrill voice. She tried
desperatelyto pull her hands down to hold her middle, but DonMiguel had secured them tightly above her
head. Thebookshelf tilted forward dangerously.

 "This is excellent—more than I had hoped for." DonMiguel laughed malevolently. "Your screams will
dis­ tract Tristan and makehim careless."

 When the pain subsided, Bettina looked up with tear-filled eyes, deep pools of shimmering green. "For
thelove of God, let me lie on the bed!"

 "This was the only rope I could find, and it is tooshort to tie you to the bedposts."
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 "I can do you no harm in my condition. My baby isabout to come!" Bettina cried.

 "You obviously love this Tristan, or you would nothave lied as you did to prevent our meeting," Don
Miguel said impatiently. "And women can do mirac­ ulous things for the sake of love. I cannot take the
chance."

 "Then lock me in this room if you do not trust me,but please—I must lie down!" Bettina pleaded.

 "Unfortunately, the key is not where it is usually kept,and I do not have time to search for it. And alas,
mydear, I am not chivalrous enough to put your comfortabove my own life. Besides, with the door open,
your screams will sound much louder and will help to bring Tristan to a quicker death."

 "But—but my baby will die this way! I must have myhands free! I swear to God I will do you no harm,
only please, please, release me!" Bettina begged him, thetears streaming down her cheeks.

 "No! It is just as well the baby will die. I do not want another Tristan hunting me down in my old age,"
DonMiguel replied harshly. He walked out of the room,leaving Bettina staring after him with wide,
horror-filledeyes.

 Bettina could only pray now that Tristan would comequickly, that he would overcome Don Miguel and
cometo her aid before her baby fell to his death. But sheknew she was praying for the impossible. Her
painswere so unbearable now that she knew she must benearing the end.

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 Bettina tried twisting her wrists in an effort to freeher hands, but there was no slackening in the rope. She
considered toppling the heavy bookshelf over, but whenshe looked up, she saw that there were three
shelvestowering above her head. The bookshelf would fall onher, and though she didn't fear for her own
life, herbaby could be killed.

 The agony gripped her again, and screams wereforced from her. When Tristan came, if he came in time,
she knew she must somehow stifle her screams. She hadto endure—she had to! She couldn't let him
know thatshe was about to give birth, for he must be alert andthink only of Don Miguel and the battle at
hand. DearGod, give Tristan skill, give him strength, let him be thevictor!

 When Bettina relaxed, she could feel the perspirationtrickling down her temples, down her sides, and
be­tween her breasts. She twisted her head to wipe her brow on her upraised arm, then glanced
miserably atthe bowls of water on the table by the bed. She had pre­pared everything that she
remembered Madeleine had ordered for Maloma, but her efforts had all been fornothing. She looked at
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the knife she would have used to cut the umbilical cord and give her baby life apart fromher. Her baby
would have had a better chance to live, she thought, if she had plunged that knife into DonMiguel's heart.

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

  

 After questioning countless Spanish-speakingSanto Domingans, Tristan finally came across anold man
who had been to France in his youth and knewa little of the language. The old man gave him directionsto
Bastida's house, and after wasting time arguing with Jules, who wanted to come along, Tristan left alone
forthe outskirts of town.

 The hired horse was as slow as a blasted mule, andjust as ornery, and this only added to Tristan's
frustra­tions. He realized that he would probably be walkinginto a trap, but he dared not endanger
Bettina's life, orthe life of his child, who would surely be born by now.Jules had passed Bastida's warning
on to him, and hewas left with no choice but to go alone.

 It was nearing dusk when Tristan reached Bastida's house. He approached the front door slowly, but he
began to think the old man had given him false directions when he noticed the shuttered windows. The
houselooked deserted from the outside, but when he tried thedoor, it opened easily into a well-lit
entryway. Heglanced about quickly for signs of ambush, but the room was empty and eerily silent.

 Leaving the door open behind him, Tristan walked afew paces into the room, his footsteps like those of
acat on the polished floor.

 "Bastida, show yourself!" Tristan called out angrily.A moment later, he came face-to-face with the man
who had haunted his dreams for so many years.

 It had been almost fifteen years since Tristan had seteyes on this man, but he had changed little since
then.He was thinner, perhaps, and his features were moreblunt and lined with age, but he was otherwise
thesame.

 "So we meet at last, Tristan," Don Miguel said in alight tone as he came into the room, his sword on one
hip, a dagger on the other.

 "You recognize me?" Tristan asked, his hand going immediately to the hilt of his sword. But Bastida
dis­appointed him with his answer.

 "No, but I saw you earlier in town and heard you called by name. Perhaps if I knew your full name, I
might—"
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 "You never knew my name, Bastida!" Tristan saidsharply. "It did not matter to you then, so it is of no
consequence now." He glanced quickly at the doors that led off the entryway; then he looked back to
Bastida,his eyes like ice. "Where is Bettina?"

 "In there," Don Miguel answered, pointing to anopen door.

 "And my child?"

 Bastida laughed fiendishly. "She is giving birth to thebastard now."

 Tristan paled and started for Bettina's room, but DonMiguel stepped in front of him. Tristan drew his
sword and stood back, and Bastida did likewise, a malicioussmile playing on his lips.

 "Bettina! Bettina, are you all right?" Tristan calledout.

 "Yes, yes. Don't worry about me."

 Relief flooded his features when he recognized hervoice. He had heard no screams, so he assumed she
wasin the early stages of labor and there was no hurry tohelp her.

 Don Miguel smiled appreciatively. "That girl has more stamina than I gave her credit for," he said with a
shake of his head. "It is too bad that you will not liveto see her again."

 "We shall see who will live to see the end of this day,"Tristan replied. He was poised in the traditional
fencer's stance, prepared to thrust forward.

 But Don Miguel smiled. He stood relaxed, his arms crossed over his chest and the rapier in his hand
point­ing to the ceiling as it rested on his shoulder.

 "Surely before we begin, you will refresh my memory.I may not even be the man you have searched for
allthese years. Someone else may have used my nameand—"

 "That is possible," Tristan cut him off, lowering hissword to the floor. "But it is not the case. Though I
learned your name that accursed night you came intomy life, it was your face that was burned into my
mind.You have changed little, Bastida.You are the one Ihave sought."

 "But I have no memory of you," Don Miguel saidcalmly.

 Tristan took a step closer and touched his cheek."You do not remember this scar you inflicted on a boy
of twelve?"

 Don Miguel shook his head slowly as he eyed the thinline on Tristan's cheek. "I have left my mark on
many."

 "Then perhaps you will remember the words youspoke at the time, after you laid my cheek open withthe
point of your sword. 'This will teach you never toraise arms against a mightier opponant. Your fatherwas
a fisherman as you will also be, and a fisherman isnot a worthy match for adon.' I never forgot those
words, Bastida, and as you can see, you predicted myfuture falsely. I am an equal match for you."

 "I said such things often in my youth," Don Miguelreplied. "Surely you have not hunted me all these years
because of that scar?"
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 "You still have no memory of me?" Tristan asked.His rage began to surface.

 "No. Your name and face have no meaning to me,nor what you have told me this far."

 "Then I will tell you what took place that night, forit is still in my mind as if it happened only yesterday. It
was a night in summer, some fifteen years ago, when you and your noble friends came to my village on
the coast of France. Most of the village men were out in the fishing boats. In ten minutes you had killed
everysingle man who had tried to protect his home. Thenyou had your sport with the women.

 "My father had stayed at home that night, and hewas one of the last who died by your blade, Bastida. I
watched you kill him from the window of my parent'shouse.

 "My mother forced me to hide under my bed as youcame toward our house, Bastida. I watched you and
your noble friends throw her on the ground and rapeher, many times.

 "You killed my mother and spit on her lifeless body. I crawled from my hiding place and ran after you. I
attacked you with my bare fists, and you opened mycheek with the point of your sword and kicked me
to the ground, only a few feet from where my father lay,telling me I was no match for you.

 "Now you know why I have sworn to kill you, Bastida! When you murdered both my parents, it was a
mistake to leave me alive," Tristan said, the fires of thepast lighting his eyes. "Now my parents will be
avenged!"

 "Or you will join them," Don Miguel replied easily.

 "Do you remember me now?"

 "What you described happened in many raids. I haveno memory of you, but I vaguely recall having to
kill afair-haired woman who came at me with a knife. I con­fess I have led a sinful life, but am I any
different from you?" Don Miguel asked, his mouth turning up at onecorner. "Didyou not rape Bettina
Verlaine?"

 "I may have raped her, but I did not kill her husbandin order to have her, nor did I share her with my
crewor kill her afterward. I kept her, and she will bear mychild and become my wife."

 "Most commendable," Don Miguel laughed derisively. "But if you insist on matching skills with me, she
will never be your wife. I may have led a ruthless life,but I do not plan to see it ended today."

 Bastida came forward now, his sword arm extended,and their blades clashed together. Bastida had not
boasted falsely of his ability, and with quick thrusts and movements he immediately put Tristan on the
defensive. But Tristan was not without skill himself, and he suc­cessfully parried Bastida's flickering blade
until theolder man, with a cunning twist of his wrist, drew firstblood.

 Bastida retreated a step, a taunting smile on his lipsat seeing the blood trickling down Tristan's chest. The
two men circled each other warily; then the clashing ofswords resounded in the air again. Tristan took the
offensive, forcing Bastida across the room with a furi­ous attack. Bastida tired quickly, and Tristan's
bladereached his target again and again.

 Tristan was like a wild bull charging the matador's cape, which was Bastida's shirt, dyed crimson from
hisown blood. Tristan had the strength of youth and thequickness of a darting cobra, and with a sudden
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upwardthrust, Bastida's sword was ripped from his hand.

 The point of Tristan's blade rested against the older man's chest, and for a moment there was a madness
inhis eyes that turned Don Miguel's blood cold. But be­fore he could lean forward to put an end to the
manwho had haunted him, Tristan was distracted by ananguished low moaning coming from the next
room.

 The color drained from Tristan's face, and his hands began to tremble. Forgetting all about Bastida, who
stood wide-eyed before him, Tristan turned and ran for the room where Bettina was. Behind him, seeing
his chance for victory, Bastida drew his dagger and raised his arm to hurl it at Tristan's broad back.

 A sudden blast of gunfire exploded in the room. Tris­tan swung around to see Bastida falling slowly to
the floor, the dagger still in his hand. Then his eyes turnedto the front door he had left open, and he saw
the mas­sive frame of Jules Bandelaire standing there, his greatpistol smoking.

 Tristan smiled weakly. "I suppose I must be thankful for once that you're a stubborn Frenchman who
refuses to obey orders."

 "And rightly you should be," Jules grunted as hesauntered into the room. "You hadhim at your mercy,
and instead of running him through as the bastard de­served, you gave him your back for a splendid
target. By rights, it should have been you lying in a pool ofblood. You're so damned smitten with that girl
that yourun to her at the slightest cry. The wench will be thedeath of you yet."

 "Tristan!"

 Bettina's scream was like a knife through Tristan'sheart, and he completely forgot about Jules as he ran
into the room. The bed was empty, and he glancedfrantically about the room.

  

  

  

 "Mother of God!"

 He ran to her, his face as pale as hers. In one swift motion he cut the rope with his sword; then he
droppedit and lifted her in his arms. She screamed from thesudden movement, sending a cold chill down
his spine,but in two quick strides he brought her to the bed and laid her down gently. She opened her
eyes and theywere calm, filled with relief, as she stared up at him.

 "My God, Bettina, why didn't you tell me? Why didyou let me delay so long with Bastida?" he asked.
He wiped the blood from her chin, blood from the cuts onher lips where she had bitten them to keep
from scream­ing.

 "He wanted you to hear my cries, thinking theywould upset you and make you careless. I couldn't let
that happen. I am sorry I cried out when I did, but I—"

 "You should have cried out sooner, blast it! I have toget you help," he said sternly, apprehension
showing onhis face.
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 "It is too late for that, Tristan. You will have to—"

 Tristan was struck with horror as her screams filledthe room again. Jules came to the door, but seeing
Tris­tan by the bed, with Bettina fiercely clutching his hand, he quietly closed the door and left them
alone. A fewminutes later, Tristan brought his daughter into theworld.

 Bettina stared in wonder at the tiny infant Tristanplaced in her arms. She proudly noted the golden wisps
of hair and the light blue she could see through half-closed eyelids. Then she looked up at Tristan and
frowned.

 "I—I am sorry I could not give you the son youwanted," she said in a hoarse whisper.

 Tristan sat on the edge of the bed and bent to kissher brow, then smiled with a shake of his head.

 "What does it matter that our first child is a girl? There will be others, many others, and I will love them
all. But this one, this tiny red-faced girl, will hold aspecial place in my heart."

 She could see hi his eyes that he was not disappointed,and her heart filled with joy. With a sigh of relief
mixedwith contentment, Bettina slept.

 It was morning when Bettina awoke. The shutters inher room had finally been opened wide and the sun
was spilling into the room. The feeling of peace and happi­ness that she had felt before exhaustion
claimed her came back to her now as she felt her daughter stir onthe bed beside her.

 In the next half hour, she experienced the pleasureevery mother must feel at being able to nourish her
child from swollen breasts. As she held her baby in herarms, the child appeared to be asleep, except for
thecontinuous sucking motion of her little mouth.

 Tristan came into the room a while later, and satdown on the edge of the bed, taking Bettina's hand in
his. His eyes were soft and tender as they gazed downat her and at Ms sleeping daughter.

 "How do you feel?" he asked.

 "Happy."

 "That's not what I meant, and you know it," he saidin a voice that was supposed to sound stern, but
didn't.

 "I am fine, really," she said with a warm smile, andsaw the tension leave his face. But then she touched
his cheek tenderly. "Tristan, what you told Bastida, did allthat really happen?"

 "Yes," he answered, and no hate flashed into his eyesas it used to whenever Bastida's name was
mentioned.

 "It must have been awful living with that memory all these years, and you were so young when it
happened.How did you manage after that—or—or would yourather not talk about it?"

 "I don't mind talking of it anymore, but I think youshould rest right now," he replied.

  

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


  

  

 "I don't want to rest!"

 He shook his head at her stubbornness, but the cor­ners of his lips turned up in a smile. This was a part
of Bettina that would always be there, like her maddeningtemper. But these were traits that made her
what shewas—the woman he loved.

 "Very well, little one. I had known Jules ever since I could remember, for he lived alone in the house
next to mine, his parents having died years earlier. Fortunately, he was up the coast that night, and when
he returned,he became my guardian. He helped me to bury my grief, but he could do nothing about the
hate I harbored. Twoyears later, he and I left the village and traveled north until we came to a large
coastal town with a harbor full of ships from friendly countries. Jules wanted to go tosea, and the only
thing I wanted was to find Bastida. Sowe signed on with the first ship leaving, which was an English
vessel."

 "And now your search is finally over."

 "Yes, but it was over before I came here. I neverwent to Spain. After only a week and a half at sea, I
realized that I could forget the past, forget about Bas­tida, all because of you. I turned the ship around
andsailed for home. I knew then that you were the only onewho mattered to me. I love you, Bettina, so
much thatit hurts. I should have realized it the first time I leftyou, when I had desire for no other woman
but you.You have become a part of me, and I can't live withoutyou."

 "Oh, Tristan, I have prayed to hear you say this!"Bettina cried, tears of joy coming to her eyes. "When I
was brought here, I thought I might never see youagain. And now you are here, telling me you love meas
I love you."

 "You will never be rid of me, little one. I was a foolto leave you to go in search of Bastida; only I
realizedit too late. Jules came after me in your father's ship andfound me on my way home. When he told
me what had happened, we came straight here. For two days I couldthink of nothing but killing Bastida.
But then mythoughts were replaced with fear that he might harmyou, or that you might not be here. Even
then, knowingthat I was on my way to finally face Bastida, it was onlyyou I could think of. But it is all
over now. The past is dead. We will never be parted again, my little Frenchflower, and we will be
married as soon as we reachhome."

  

  

  

  

  

 Chapter

 They didn't reach home until the end of October, for Tristan delayed their departure from SantoDomingo
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until Bettina had regained her strength. They made one stop, however, to purchase what was neededfor
the sugar crop, because Tristan didn't plan on leav­ing the island again for a very long time.

 But now they sailed into a little cove, with Casey'sship trailing close behind. Bettina stood on the deck of
theSpirited Lady, with Tristan's arm wrapped around her waist, and baby Angelique asleep in her arms.
Shewas staring at the horned mountain in the distance, forit was as it had been the first time she saw it,
shroudedin thick gray clouds, but with one shaft of the sun's rays lighting its heart. She felt as if the
mountain were wel­coming her home, telling her that she would find onlyhappiness here on this little
island. She smiled andleaned closer to Tristan.

  

  

  

 Casey and Jossel greeted them before they evenreached the house. Jossel was crying tears of relief, and
Casey slapped Tristan on the back, telling him he hadbeen confident that his daughter would be saved,
whichwas an outright lie, for he had been worried sick.

 Angelique was awakened by all the noise, and shestarted to whimper, bringing herself to everyone's
atten­tion. Jossel took her granddaughter from Bettina's armsand exclaimed over her beauty. And she
was a beautiful baby, with tiny little golden curls falling over her fore­head, and wide blue eyes, the same
color as the sky inthe morning.

 "Seems she's taken after her father," Casey remarked,peering over Jossel's shoulder at Angelique as
Josselled them into the hall. He turned around to Tristan,who followed behind with Bettina. "I heard you
wereconvinced for a while that the babe wasn't yours."Casey laughed, a twinkle in his light-green eyes.
"Wouldyou still be in doubt?"

 "The babe is mine, as is her mother," Tristan repliedfirmly.

 Jossel smiled. She could see how proud Tristan wasthat Angelique had his coloring. She didn't have the
heart to tell him that Bettina's hair had been this sameyellow-gold before it turned white-blond a few
monthsafter her birth. But at least the eyes were unmistakablyTristan's.

 Madeleine came running from the kitchen and burst into tears when she saw Bettina and her baby.
Malomajoined them with her baby snuggled in the crook of herarm, and Jules, after greeting her, went
down to thecellar to bring up flagons of rum to celebrate the home­coming. Bettina hated to leave the
cheerful group, butAngelique was beginning to fuss for a feeding. Shetook her from Jossel, who was
disappointed to give her up so soon; then Bettina started for the stairs after tell­ing Tristan she wouldn't
be long.
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 Tristan watched her go, his eyes glowing with love.But then Casey thrust a tankard of rum into his hand
with a hearty laugh.

 "I warned you that you might be havin' a daughter,that I did," Casey said. "Perhaps you can understand
now why I kept you from Bettina, but then maybe it'stoo soon for you to be feelin' what a father feels for
hisdaughter. And then again, maybe you won't be aroundto see that little one grow." Casey grinned. "Will
you be there to chase the lads away from Angelique, or willthat be left for me to do in my old age?

 "I'll be there, you sly old fox," Tristan replied,grinning. "And I'll be even worse than you when itcomes to
protecting my daughter's honor. And you canstop worrying about your own daughter, Casey, because I
am marrying her today."

 "I knew you'd come around, lad, that I did," Caseysaid with a chuckle. Then he turned to his wife. "Did
you hear that, Jossel? They'll be wed today!"

 "But Bettina has no wedding gown!" Jossel said. "I want my daughter to have a proper wedding that she
will always remember."

 "I'll take care of the gown," Tristan said.

 "Good, it's settled, then," Casey said.

 "But there is so much to do!" Jossel protested, con­sidering that things were going along much too
quickly."The wedding must wait—at least a few days—to giveme time—"

 "No!" Tristan said adamantly, causing Casey to laugh boisterously.

 "I give up," Jossel sighed, throwing her arms up inthe air. "There is nothing left for me to do but see tothe
preparations for a feast."

 And then Jossel smiled, for even though this day wasnot as she had always dreamed it would be, it was
nevertheless what her daughter wanted. Bettina would marry the man of her choice, and she was happy.
Andthis, of course, was all that mattered.

 "It is all settled," Tristan said when he came into hisroom, finding Bettina playing with Angelique on the
bed. "Casey has gone to bring Father Hadrian." Hejoined her on the bed lying on his side with Angelique
between them, but when he looked at Bettina, he was surprised by her saddened expression. "Are you
having doubts about marrying me, little one?"

 "Of course not! You know how much I love you."

 "Then why aren't you as happy as I am?"

 "I am," she said faintly. "It is just that I wish I had awhite gown to wear."

 "You will have," Tristan replied, lifting her chin upwith a finger. "Jules will bring it up shortly."

 As he said it, Jules came through the open door carrying a large trunk that he set down at the foot ofthe
bed. Bettina recognized the trunk immediately, andshe turned to Tristan, who was glowering at Jules.

 "I asked you to wait until I had a chance to tell her,blast it!" Tristan said angrily.
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 "Well, her mother insisted I bring it up from thecellar right away. She said the gown needed to be laidout
to ease the wrinkles," Jules replied. "If you'll lookat Bettina, you'll see you've worried for nothing."

 Tristan turned to Bettina and could see the happinesson her face. She leaned over and kissed him
tenderly.

 "So you lied to me about leaving all my trousseaubehind," she scolded, but a smile played gaily on her
lips.

 "It was only for your sake that I did so," he repliedquickly. "You needed something to keep you
occupied while on my ship, and making a new wardrobe was theperfect solution."

 "But why didn't you let me have my trunks after youbrought me here?"

  

  

  

  

  

 "How would you have reacted at that time if I had?"

 She laughed, knowing full well she would have beenfurious. "So that is why the cellar door was always
locked—so I would not find out that my trunks werethere."

 "Are you angry?"

 "No, beloved. I wanted a gown, but I did not want todelay our wedding day to make one. You have
settled the problem. Is this why you refused to give me thewhite satin when I asked for it?"

 "No, I just couldn't stand the thought of supplyingyou with material for a gown you would wear to wed
another man. I guess I loved you even then."

 "But I made this gown for the same purpose. Itdoesn't bother you now?"

 "You made that gown to marry a man you had nevermet. I am that man."

 Bettina slipped away from the celebration to giveAngelique her last feeding for the night. She went to
Jossel's room, for at her mother's insistance Angeliquehad been moved into her grandparents' room for
thenight. She was wide awake when Bettina came into the room, gurgling playfully in her little cradle.
After being awake most of the evening, there was a good chancethat she would sleep soundly until
morning, and Bettinaanticipated spending an undisturbed night with her husband.

 She fed Angelique silently, lost in happy thoughts of the day. She was remembering how beautiful the
wed­ding had been, the words that had bound her to Tristan, the expression on his face, the love she saw
in his eyes. It was a day she would remember forever, and the bestwas yet to come.
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 With Angelique nourished and fast asleep, Bettinalaid her back in the cradle and quietly closed the door.
Tristan met her at the bottom of the stairs, and withoutgiving Bettina a chance to bid everyone a pleasant
night,he grabbed her hand and pulled her playfully back up­stairs to their room. He picked her up before
he openedthe door to carry her inside, then kicked it shut behindhim. When they were alone, his
movement slowed as if he wanted to savor each second with her.

 The soft patter of rain could be heard outside thewindows, and a cool, fragrant breeze stirred the cur­
tains, bending them in a rounded arc like the canvas ona ship. Tristan set her down gently in the middle of
theroom, barely able to see her in the darkness. His fingers fumbled with the bindings on her wedding
dress, and finally she had to push his hands away to do it herself,for Tristan was like a nervous young lad
about to en­counter his first taste of love.

 Without speaking, for words were unnecessary, Tris­tan moved to light a single candle; then he turned
back in time to watch Bettina step out of her satin gown andremove the rest of her garments. He could
hardly be­lieve that she was his and that at last he would have her again. This last month, he had refrained
from takingher, giving her a chance to recover completely fromchildbirth. He had looked forward to this
moment as if it were the first time he would have Bettina, and hesmiled now, thinking how foolish he had
been to fear marriage. For having Bettina as his wife, knowing thatshe was bound to him forever, filled
Tristan with aninexplicable contentment. He loved her beyond reason, and knowing that she loved him,
too, gave him a con­stant feeling of euphoria—he'd never dreamed he could be this happy.

 Seeing the candlelight shimmering on Bettina's ivory skin as she stood with her back to him letting down
herhair, Tristan undressed quickly, throwing his clothesaside in his haste. When she turned around, they
stood transfixed for a long moment, looking into each other'seyes.

  

  

  

 "I love you so much, Tristan," Bettina murmured. A dreamy smile was on her lips as she clasped her
handsbehind his neck.

 "Has my spirited lady been tamed, little one?" heasked teasingly.

 "Very much so," she replied, her eyes like shiningsapphires in the candlelight. "Will you rniss her?"

 Tristan's eyes gleamed with love when he answered."Turbulent waters are an adventure to ride, but I
pre­fer to sail calm seas. The vixen is gone, and in her placeis my wife."

 Tristan's lips found hers then, and he kissed herfervently. And with his mouth still burning against hers, he
picked her up and carried her to his bed. There, in aburst of passion that consumed them both, their
bodiesmingled and their love soared to ecstatic heights.
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